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—  

Beloved  Brethren, 

We,  with  the  assistance  of  several 
friends,  have  selected  these  Songs,  princi- 
pally from  the  oldest  manuscripts,  and  have 
taken  the  greatest  care  to  give  a  correct 
copy.  It  has  been,  from  the  earliest  pe- 
riod, the  practice  of  the  righteous  fathers 
to  rejoice,  and  sing  praise  to  God ;  as 
Christ  said,  6  Abraham  rejoiced  to  see  my 
day,  and  he  saw  it,  and  ivas  glad.'  John 
viii.  56.    Those  saints  who  lived  previous 

to  the  coming  of  Christ,  sang  the  song  of 

a  2  . 


iv. 


ADDRESS. 


Moses,  that  is,  Christ  would  come,  ac- 
cording to  his  promise ;  and  those  saints, 
since  the  coming  of  Christ,  sing  the  new 
song,  that  is,  Christ  has  come.  These 
songs  are  the  overflowings  of  spiritual  faith 
in  the  hearts  of  the  beloved  of  God,  who 
are  his  chosen  vessels,  prepared   in  this 
world  to  meet  him  at  the  end  thereof,  and 
then  to  live  with  him  forever.    Thus  do 
the  saints  pour  out  of  the  abundance  of 
their  hearts,  the  gladness  of  soul  unto  God, 
for  his  great  mercy,  in  that  he  hath  suffered 
death  to  redeem  them  from  eternal  death, 
and  he  hath  sent  his  prophets,  to  assure 
them  that  it  is  so.    In  this  assurance  they 
rejoice  with  singing  and  great  joy  unto  Je- 
sus Christ,  their  Redeemer  ;  unto  whom  let 
all  nations,  kindreds  and  tongues,  rejoice 
*uid  be  exceeding  glad,  for  by  him  dcth 
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salvation  come;  as  it  is  written,  4 There 
was  none  in  heaven  or  in  earth  that  could 
open  the  book  of  life,  and  loose  the  seals 
thereof  but  the  Lion  of  the  tribe  of  Judah, 
the  root  of  David,  who  was  that  Lamb,  as 
he  was  slain,  he  was  able  to  open  the  book, 
and  to  loose  the  seals  thereof y  Revelations 
v.  c  O,  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song,  for 
he  hath  done  marvellous  things,  his  right 
hand  and  his  holy  arm  hath  gotten  him  the 
victory'  Psalm  xcviii.  '  /  will  sing  of 
mercy  and  judgment  unto  thee,  O,  Lord, 
will  I  sing.'  Psalm  ci.  Thus  David  mag- 
nified God  in  this  his  wonderful  work. — 
Also  Isaiah,  the  prophet,  speaketh  of  Christ 
being  the  only  God,  where  he  saith,  cfor 
unto  us  a  Child  is  born,  unto  us  a  Son  is 
given,  and  the  government  shall  be  upon 
his  shoulder,  and  his  name  shall  be  called, 
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Wonderful,  Counsellor,  the  mighty  God, 
the  everlasting  Father,  and  Prince  of 
peace?  Isaiah  ix.  6.  This  prophecy  was 
fulfilled,  when  God  chose  John  Reeve 
and  Lodowick  Muggleton,  to  declare 
this  secret  unto  man,  that  Christ  is  the  only 
God,  and  they  were  the  last  prophets  that 
should  ever  speak  or  write,  by  commission 
from  him,  while  the  world  doth  last ;  then 
this  same  Jesus  will  descend  from  heaven, 
with  his  holy  angels,  to  put  an  end  to  all 
time;  and  he  will  collect  his  jewels,  by 
gathering  them  from  the  grave,  over  which 
he  hath  gained  the  victory  ;  then  will  he 
reap  and  gather  his  harvest  of  wheat,  and 
the  tares  he  will  burn  with  unquenchable 
fire,  because  of  their  wickedness  against 
him  ;  then  will  the  saints  and  elect  of  God 
rejoice  in  singing  in  an  heavenly  choir,  the 
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praise  of  his  most  glorious  majesty,  the 
King  of  heaven,  with  the  fulness  of  joy ; 
and  they  will  sing  with  great  joy  the  song 
of  the  Lamb,  with  all  other  heavenly  de- 
lights, the  elect  will  enjoy  for  ever,  where 
the  lion  and  the  lamb  lay  down  together  in 
peace;  then  will  all  the  prophets  and  apos- 
tles sit  upon  thrones  in  heaven,  giving  all 
honor,  power,  and  glory  unto  God,  for  ever 
and  ever.  Amen. 
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OF  GRATEFUL  PRAISE 

TO  THE 

EVER-BLESSED  GLORIOUS  KING  OF  SAINTS, 
AND 

MERCIFUL  IMMORTAL  GOD, 
OUR  LORD  JESUS  CHRIST. 

 +m+- — 

FIRST  SONG. 
(Tune,  'De'el  take  the  wars.') 

In  sixteen  hundred,  fifty  and  one, 
This  morning  God  did  freedom  proclaim, 
Christ  did  declare  himself  God  alone, 
Unto  his  Ambassador,  John  Reeve  by  name ; 
Lodowick  Muggleton  was  also  included, 
Wisdom  to  the  elect  to  make  known, 
Shewing  how  reason  is  utterly  excluded 
From  the  eternal  Jehovah's  throne  : 
True  saints  now  milk  and  honey 
Can  purchase  without  money ; 

B 
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God's  blood,  the  cordial  good, 
Doth  cleanse  them  pure  within ; 
They  are  the  friends  of  God, 
Saved  in  this  last  record, 
Which  is  a  fenced  wall, 
Protecting  from  all  thrall ; 
And  such  as  it  environs  are  free  from  sin. 
Which  is,  &c. 

2. 

Chiystal  streams  transparent  swift  proceeding 
From  the  Rock  in  mount  Zion  laid, 
Giving  a  brightness  reason  far  exceeding ; 
Into  his  chosen  this  day  was  convey' d  : 
The  upper  springs  of  rapid  inspiration 
Like  golden  oil  most  sweetly  did  glide, 
Filling  the  nether  springs  with  deep  revelation 
Which  well  in  the  valley  will  ever  abide. 
Darkness  swiftly  flying, 
light  its  room  supplying, 
His  mind  was  refin'd  above  the  rest  of  man; 
What  Moses*  veil  conceal' d 
Was  now  to  him  reveal'd., 
This  was  a  glorious  day, 
When  faith  bore  all  the  sway, 
And  heaven's  gate  was  set  open  for  men. 
This  was;  &c. 


SONGS.  3 

3. 

We  are  free  from  task  masters  rescued ; 
A  joke  which  our  forefathers  wore ; 
With  Canaan's  language  we're  greatly  endued, 
More  than  saints  who  liv'd  heretofore : 
Our  souls,  sore  distressed,  by  the  streams  of 

[Bable, 

Sat  weeping,  while  darkness  did  us  surround; 
To  gain  relief  none  on  this  earth  was  able, 
Till  the  third  record  we  found : 
Here  grace,  true  light,  free  offered, 
And  hearing  likewise  proffered ; 
Free  grace  did  release  us  from  the  bond  of  woe; 
What  we  deserved  to  feel 
Was  bruised  in  Christ's  heel, 
Even  Jeshurun's  mighty  God, 
Who  left  divine  abode 
To  die  for  poor  sinners,  his  seed  below. 
Even,  &c. 

4. 

Behold!  O,  ye  faithful,  how  your  God  tre- 

For  you  exerted  his  infinite  power;  [mendous, 
When  dying  freely,  from  ruin  to  rend  us, 
Did  all  power  of  death  devour. 
Then  did  he  enter,  O  death,  thy  dark  pavillion, 
And  by  a  power,  superior  far, 
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He  conquered  the  keys  of  thy  vast  dominion, 
Which  proved  him  the  mighty  man  of  war. 
This  the  freedom  founded 
In  which  our  souls  are  grounded  ; 
His  life  aton'd  our  strife  to  death's  all  conquer- 
In  concert  join  your  lays  [ing  law ; 
On  these  three  happy  days, 
And  joyful  let  us  be, 
Since  great  Eternity 

Did  die  for  his  seed  when  condemn' d  by  the  law. 
And  joyful,  &c. 

5. 

Then  hallelujah  glory  be  to  Jesus, 

Hosanna  sing  to  our  crucified  God  ; 

The  great  deliverer  from  death  did  release  us , 

And  from  the  serpent's  devouring  rod. 

All  he  requires  is  only  love  each  other, 

Those  that  offend,  rebuke  in  love; 

Faith's  life  depends  on  love  to  its  brother; 

Love  is  the  nature  of  God  above. 

His  last  great  authorized, 

Of  his  coming  us  apprised ; 

The  signs  of  the  times  declare  him  at  the  door; 

Then  rest,  my  soul,  in  peace, 

Waiting  the  grand  release, 

For  you  are  sure  to  sing, 


SONGS. 

To  Christ  your  glorious  king, 
In  sweet  hallelujahs  when  time's  no  more. 
For  you,  &c.  John  Peat. 

SECOND  SONG. 

Happy  Muggletonians who  only 
True  faith  have  to  receive; 
Revelation  ever  new, 
Gave  to  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 
Which  makes  us  to  Christ  our  king 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
Which,  &c. 

2. 

No  more  now  we  seek  for  rest, 
Or  wander  up  and  down  in  strife ; 
Faith  gives  peace,  and  peace  possess'd, 
Assures  of  eternal  life, 
Which  makes  us  to  Christ  our  king 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
Which,  &c. 

3. 

The  bread  of  life,  the  very  God. 
By  faith  we  now  can  plainly  see ; 
Which  does  sweet  content  afford, 
And  fills  us  with  satiety ; 
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Which  makes  us  to  Christ  our  king 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
Which,  &c. 

4. 

The  living  water  too  we've  found, 
Which  does  our  thirsty  souls  suffice  ; 
Faith,  the  balm,  has  cured  our  wound 
The  spring  from  whence  all  joys  arise 
Which  makes  us  to  Christ  our  king 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
Which,  &c. 

5. 

His  free  grace  we  will  adore, 
Each  sitting  under  his  own  vine, 
Praises  giving  evermore, 
Since  we  shall  share  in  joys  divine, 
And  to  Christ  our  gracious  king 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
And  to,  &c. 

6. 

How  shall  we  enough  declare, 
O  God,  thy  vast  unbounded  love; 
When  thou  didst  in  Christ  appear, 
And  left  mankind,  thou  God  above: 


SONGS. 

We'll  to  thee  most  gracious  king, 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
We'll  to,  &c. 

7. 

This  mystery  the  world  cannot  know, 
Nor  we  it  fully  comprehend ; 
What  God  in  man  did  undergo, 
O  Christ  our  Saviour,  God  and  Friend, 
We'll  to  thee  most  gracious  king, 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
Well  to,  &c. 

8. 

No  other  God  we'll  ever  own, 
No  other  majesty  adore ; 
Thou  art  the  self-existing  one, 
Goo-Man,  Man-GoD  for  evermore. 
We'll  to  thee,  most  gracious  king, 
Sweet  hallelujahs  ever  sing. 
We'll  to,  &c. 

9. 

O  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Triune  in  titles,  never  three ; 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  denied  by  most, 
Is  this  hid  sacred  mystery. 
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God  and  everlasting  king, 
To  whom  we'll  hallelujahs  sing. 
God  and,  &c. 

10. 

This  is  the  Muggletonians1  faith.. 
This  is  the  God  which  we  believe, 
None  salvation  knowledge  hath, 
But  those  of  Muggleton  and  Reeve. 
Christ  is  the  Muggletonians'  king, 
With  whom  eternally  they'll  sing. 
Christ  is,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

THIRD  SONG. 
O  Christ  our  Saviour, 
'Tis  our  endeavour, 
In  time  and  ever, 
Thee  to  adore. 
What  but  faith  can  behold 
Those  glorious  crowns  of  gold, 
Which  God  will  unfold 
When  time's  no  more. 

What  but,  &c. 


SONGS.  9 

2. 

See  the  skies  rending, 
And  faith's  ascending, 
Angels  attending 
In  clouds  above, 
While  reason  here  below 
Opens  their  eyes  in  woe, 
Torments  to  undergo, 
And  never  move. 

While,  &c. 
3. 

While  faith  with  faith  will  rise 
Above  the  falling  skies, 
Entering  to  endless  joys, 
Which  ne'er  will  cease ; 
In  odes  of  endless  love, 
As  we  to  heaven  move, 
With  God  shall  sing  above, 
In  perfect  peace. 

In  odes,  &c, 

James  Miller.. 

FOURTH  SONG. 
Love  with  unconfined  wiiigs, 
Hovers  within  my  breast, 
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And  by  divine  revelation  brings 
My  soul  true  peace  and  rest : 
As  I  was  musing  by  my  faith 

On  pure  eternity, 
I  find  no  monarch  on  this  earth 
Enjoys  such  liberty. 
As  I,  &c. 
2. 

By  faith  I  now  have  truly  found 

The  worship  God  requires ; 
Obedience  is  the  perfect  ground 

By  which  my  heart's  inspired ; 
Rejoice  therefore,  my  mortal  soul, 

That  thou  dost  live  to  see, 
That  no  man  living  can  controul 

This  perfect  liberty. 
Rejoice,  &c. 
3. 

There's  many  men  hath  riches  store, 

Yet  are  so  worldly  bent, 
Tho'  they  have  much,  they  crave  for 

And  never  are  content ; 
But  I  that  am  the  poorest  of  all, 

From  worldly  carejs  am  free, 
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Which  makes  me  know  they  live  in  thrall, 
And  I  at  liberty. 
But  I,  &c. 

4. 

'Tis  neither  pardon  from  the  Pope, 

Nor  prayers  made  to  saints, 
That  I  do  value,  no,  nor  hope, 

Nor  ever  make  complaint ; 
'Tis  Christ  above,  the  Lord  of  love, 

That  for  true  saints  did  die ; 
Tis  only  he  has  pardoned  me, 

And  gave  me  liberty. 
'Tis  Christ,  &c. 

5. 

By  faith  and  patience,  now  my  guide, 

My  conscience  is  made  clear; 
And  now  the  Lord  is  on  my  side 

I  need  no  foes  to  fear : 
I  neither  fear  the  stroke  of  death, 

Nor  Devils'  tyranny ; 
But  freely  can  resign  my  breath, 

For  perfect  liberty. 

I  neither,  &c. 


SONGS. 
6. 

Patience,  that  virtue  is  so  pure, 

It  waiteth  for  the  change, 
It  makes  true  faith  for  to  endure, 

And  never  more  to  range; 
It  settles  all  the  state  of  man 

In  true  content  to  be ; 
No  other  worship  ever  can 

Have  perfect  liberty. 
It  settles,  &c. 
7. 

Should  persecution  flow  amain, 

I  do  value  it  as  dirt; 
True  faith  it  is  I  now  retain, 

And  never  fear  the  hurt : 
Before  I  would  from  this  commission  turn 

In  fiery  flames  I  would  fry, 
Tho'  soul  and  body  to  ashes  burn, 

I  shall  have  liberty. 
Before  I,  &c. 
8. 

You  firm  believers  every  one, 

With  hearts  loving  and  true, 
These  lines  of  mine  to  muse  upon, 

I  dedicate  to  you : 
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Let  faith  and  patience  be  your  guide, 

And  shortly  you  shall  see, 
Christ  Jesus  will  for  you  provide 
A  perfect  liberty. 

Let  faith,  &c. 

William  Wood,  Joiner, 


FIFTH  SONG. 

Come  all  ye  thirsty  souls  that's  dry, 

To  Jacob's  well  repair ; 
And  drink  your  thirst  to  satisfy 

For  Jacob's  God  is  there ; 
This  well  will  free  your  souls  from  hell, 

If  in  your  souls  it  flow ; 
For  all  that  drink  at  Jacob's  well, 

They  Jacob's  God  do  know. 
For  all,  &c. 

2. 

In  Egypt's  land  I  often  fell, 

For  I'd  lost  both  my  eyes  ; 
But  when  I  drank  at  Jacob's  well, 

My  soul  was  filled  with  joys  ; 
I  held  God  fast  until  he  blest, 

And  would  not  let  him  go ; 
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Says  he,  'go  rest,  now  you  are  blest, 
I  am  Jacob's  God  you  know/ 
Says  he,  &c. 

3. 

I  see  myself  at  liberty, 

Which  made  me  God  adore; 
I  see  God's  soul  had  died  for  me, 

When  blood  from  Christ  did  pour ; 
1  drank,  and  drank,  and  had  my  fill, 

And  wash'd  me  o'er  and  o'er ; 
For  all  that  drank  at  Jacob's  well, 

Can  never  thirst  e'er  more. 
For  all,  &c. 

4. 

From  strength  to  strength  my  soul  did  rise 

To  Zion's  holy  hill; 
No  reason  can  my  joys  surprise, 

Nor  none  my  peace  can  kill ; 
For  when  I  at  that  well  do  knock, 

With  joys  my  soul  did  flow ; 
For  all  the  sheep  that  are  God's  flock, 

Are  wash'd  as  white  as  snow. 
For  all,  &c. 

5. 

This  water,  like  the  widow's  oil, 
It  never  can  me  fail ; 
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Nor  neither  will  it  ever  spoil, 

It  never  can  grow  stale ; 
Great  Euphrates  and  Jordan 

When  time  does  end  will  fly ; 
But  I'll  pass  hell  to  Jacob's  well, 

For  that  can  ne'er  be  dry. 
But  I'll,  &c. 

6. 

That  hell  it  is  the  grave  of  death, 

Wherein  my  soul  must  lie, 
And  when  I  have  immortal  breath, 

To  Jacob's  well  I'll  fly; 
That  well  it  is  God's  spirit  pure, 

Which  for  me  here  did  die ; 
And  then  I'll  drink  new  wine  secure, 

With  God  eternally. 

And  then,  &c. 
7. 

The  flesh  of  Devils  great  and  small, 
I  with  my  God  shall  eat  ; 

And  all  the  cursed  priests  of  Baal 
We'll  trample  under  feet ; 

And  when  justice  does  them  attend, 
We'll  turn  from  them  our  eyes, 
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And  with  our  glorious  God  ascend 
Into  eternal  joys. 

And  with,  &c. 
8. 

*  Come,  death  and  hell,  give  up  your  dead/ 

Our  glorious  God  will  cry; 

*  Go,  cursed  serpents,  take  your  bed 

Of  burning  sand  so  dry ! 
And  you,  my  saints,  whom  once  I  bless'd, 

When  for  you  I  did  die, 
Ascend  with  me,  and  take  your  rest 
In  bless' d  eternity. 
Ascend,  &c. 

9. 

1  Great  Babylon,  now  tumble/ 

Our  glorious  God  will  cry ; 
4  For  now  your  saints  I'll  humble 

In  blood  eternally  V 
And  when  our  God  has  spoke  the  word, 

All  peace  from  them  will  fiy, 
And  drown  the  whore  in  her  own  blood 

To  all  eternity. 

And  drown,  &c. 
10. 

'  Unjust,  unjust!'  the  Devils  cry, 
When  I  give  them  their  doom, 
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''Tis  you  that  ought*  not  I,  to  die, 

And  misery  assume.5 
But  I  need  not  for  to  fear  them, 
They  can't  my  peace  destroy ; 
For  every  Devil  I  condemn, 
It  floweth  forth  new  joy. 
For  every,  &c. 
11. 

For  when  my  God  calls  me  from  death, 

To  him  I'll  swiftly  fly, 
And  leave  curst  Devils  here  to  weep 

In  pain  eternally. 
For,  like  St.  Paul,  I'm  freed  from  sin, 

And  am  well  satisfied, 
'Though  nothing  else  to  glory  in, 

But  Christ  once  crucified. 

'Though  nothing,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

SIXTH  SONG. 

Ask  me  not,  whence  all  this  joy ; 
Whence  does  songs  my  time  employ ; 
Why  I  chaunt  forth  praise  divine ; 
Freedom,  freedom,  freedom's  mine. 

Why  I  chaunt  forth  praise  divine; 

Freedom,  freedom,  freedom's  mine. 


SONGS. 
2. 

Darkness  long  kept  me  fast  bound, 
Sin  and  death  my  soul  did  wound, 
Reason's  chains  made  me  to  groan ; 
Freedom,  freedom  then  unknown. 
Reason's  chains,  &c. 

3. 

But  when  Reeve  and  Muggleton 
Shew'd  three  titles  in  the  Son  ; 
Then  assuredly  I  knew 
Freedom,  freedom,  freedom  true. 
Then  assuredly,  &c. 

4. 

When  I  saw  the  Serpent's  head, 
In  man  bruised,  my  sorrows  fled; 
Christ's  ascension  from  the  grave, 
Freedom,  freedom,  to  me  gave. 
Christ's  ascension,  &c. 

5. 

Freedom  such  as  ne'er  was  known 
Till  that  God  resum'd  his  throne  ; 
Long  the  myst'ry  lay  conceal' d7 
Freedom,  freedom  now  reveal'd. 
Long  the  mystery,  &c. 
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6. 

Tell  me  not  what  reason  saith  ; 
Reason  hath  not  light  of  faith  ; 
Reason  doom'd  to  endless  woe, 
Freedom,  freedom  cannot  know. 
Reason  doom'd,  &c. 
7. 

Though  he  long  has  claim' d  the  field, 
The  last  fight  shall  make  him  yield; 
Adam's  sons  shall  then  regain 
Freedom,  freedom,  lost  through  Cain. 
Adam's  sons,  &c. 
8. 

Till  that  time  all  we  can  know, 
Revelation  does  bestow; 
By  the  power  of  faith  therein, 
Freedom,  freedom's  plainly  seen. 
By  the  power,  &c. 
9. 

Brethren,  now  come  join  with  me 
In  praises  for  your  liberty, 
Till  we  chaunt  in  heavenly  bowers, 
Freedom,  freedom,  freedom's  ours. 
Till  we  chaunt,  &c. 

George  Hermitage. 
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SEVENTH  SONG. 
Once  a  captive  in  Egypt  I  was, 
A  stranger  in  a  foreign  land ; 
There  ruled  by  rigorous  laws, 

While  under  proud  Pharoah's  command : 
A  task  there  was  set  me  to  do, 
Too  great  for  me  to  perform, 
Which  made  my  poor  soul  for  to  rue, 
A  long  time  day  and  night  for  to  mourn. 
A  task,  &c. 

2. 

At  length  joyful  news  to  me  came 

From  my  father,  who  is  King  of  kings ; 
His  ambassadors  brought  me  the  same, 

Who  were  messengers  of  glad  tidings ; 
They  shew'd  me  I  was  noble  born, 

And  a  captive  no  longer  should  be ; 
My  rags  then  I  threw  off  with  scorn, 

For  my  Father  had  ransomed  me. 
They  shew'd,  &c. 
3. 

They  shew'd  me  I  was  of  royal  seed ; 

Then  my  lineal  descent  I  could  trace  ; 
And  noble  born  I  was  indeed, 

Enrich' d  with  pure  spiritual  grace  : 
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Although  I  was  lost,  I  am  found, 

And  ray  Father  me  dearly  doth  love ; 
With  joy  my  soul  did  abound, 

When  I  found  of  me  he  did  approve. 
Although  I,  &c. 
4. 

Now  there  is  put  upon  me  the  best  robe, 

And  also  a  ring  on  my  hand, 
My  feet  with  true  peace  now  are  shod, 

So  I  am  able  to  walk  and  to  stand. 
The  fatted  oalf  for  me  was  killed, 

I  have  had  a  dainty  rich  feast ; 
A  cup  of  rich  blessings  was  filled, 

i  have  drank,  and  my  joys  are  increased. 
The  fatted,  &c. 
5. 

This  my  Father  for  me  did  provide, 

1  hunger  and  thirst  now  no  more ; 
For  my  soul  is  well  satisfied, 

And  I  have  treasure  in  store. 
Now  on  Jacob's  pillowT  I  rest, 

And  there  I  can  sweetly  repose, 
I  know  I  am  eternally  bless'd, 

This  the  prophets  to  me  did  disclose, 
Now  on,  &c. 
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6. 

1  am  seal'd  with  the  seal  of  God's  love? 

And  assured  of  a  heavenly  crown ; 
Now  reason  can't  of  me  approve, 

How  fain  would  they  trample  me  down ; 
But  I'm  arm'd  with  my  sword  and  my  shieldr 

And  joyfully  I  sit  and  sing, 
Sweet  truths  royal  dainties  doth  yield, 

And  pleasures  that's  fit  for  a  king. 
But  I'm,  &c. 

7. 

My  raiment  is  curious  indeed, 

*Tis  of  needle- work  that's  rich  and  rare ; 
From  my  God  alone  it  doth  proceed, 

He  wrought  it  fit  for  m-e  to  wear ; 
The  rich  jewels  of  truth  and  of  faith, 

And  sweet  revelation  divine, 
With  such  grace  adorned  me  hath, 

As  hath  caused  my  faith  for  to  shine. 
The  rich,  &c. 
8. 

My  soul  hath  been  washed  from  sin, 
And  is  clothed  in  bridal  array ; 

The  king's  daughter's  all  glorious  within, 
And  will  shine  in  an  eternal  day : 
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Then  the  church  of  God  will  be  complete, 

Like  a  glorious  bride  she  will  shine, 
The  bridegroom  with  joy  will  her  meet, 
And  behold  her  bright  beauty  divine. 
Then  the,  &c. 

9. 

My  heart  it  is  cheered  with  wine, 

And  oil  makes  my  face  for  to  shine ; 
My  God  hath  prepared  me  in  time, 

To  meet  him  in  glory  divine : 
With  faith  and  with  patience  I  wait, 

Till  my  soul  takes  a  sleep  in  the  clay, 
To  be  rais'd  then  in  a  royal  state, 

On  my  glorious  coronation  day. 
With  faith,  &e. 
10. 

Oh  then,  with  the  wings  of  a  dove, 

Whose  feathers  are  of  yellow  gold, 
With  joy  I  shall  soar  up  above, 

My  bridegroom  and  king  to  behold; 
He  will  honor  me  with  a  bright  crown, 

And  give  me  a  noble  repast, 
In  his  kingdom  I  then  shall  sit  down, 

And  drink  the  best  wine  at  the  last 
He  will,  &c. 
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11. 

Then  my  pleasures  eternal  will  be, 

My  jay  will  never  have  end ; 
1  shall  live  with  God  eternally, 

My  father,  my  bridegroom  and  friend ; 
My  tongue  will  then  harp  divine  lays, 

I  sweet  hallelujah  shall  sing, 
My  voice  will  sound  forth  the  praise 

Of  Zion's  most  glorious  king. 
My  tongue,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

EIGHTH  SONG. 
Oh,  Christ,  eternal  God  alone, 

Who  was  eternally, 
Self  pre-existing  source  of  love, 

From  all  eternity ; 
Before  that  men  or  angels  were, 

With  glory  thou  alone, 
Or  any  creature  did  appear, 

Fill'd  the  imperial  throne. 
2. 

When  the  rude  chaos  huddled  lay, 
With  all  things  there  confin'd  ; 

Death,  hell  and  darkness  did  obey 
Thy  powerful  word  divine ; 
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Whatever  should  created  be, 

Thou  fully  didst  descry, 
Would  unto  all  eternity 

Thy  glory  magnify. 

3. 

Thy  wisdom  and  almighty  power, 

Before  this  world  took  date, 
The  angels  saw  and  did  adore, 

In  their  created  state  ; 
United  all  with  new-born  praise, 

Did  hallelujahs  sing, 
To  thee  .they  tun'd  their  tuneful  lays, 

Their  great  eternal  king. 

4. 

But  one  superior  far  was  made, 

Of  the  angelic  host, 
Whom  reason's  quintessence  display'd, 

Should  greater  wisdom  boast: 
His  person  brighter  than  the  rest, 

He  did  the  rest  excel, 
'Twas  he  our  parents  dispossess'd, 

The  tree  by  which  they  fell. 
5. 

This  glorious  orb  which  now  you  see, 
So  beauteous  fair  and  fine, 
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The  Almighty  made,  by  who's  decree 
"Twill  stand  as  long  as  time; 

From  senseless  dust  he  call'd  it  forth^ 
And  Adam  too  also, 

Eternal  Ruler  of  the  earth, 
And  Lord  of  all  below. 
6. 

When  from  his  high  eternal  throne, 

The  Lord  his  work  surveyed, 
And  found  his  image  man  alone, 

With  no  assisting  aid ; 
A  deep  and  silent  sleep  he  sent, 

Which  did  his  soul  invade, 
Until  that  power  omnipotent, 

A  lovely  woman  made. 

7. 

Awaking  then  he  soon  did  rise, 

As  from  a  swooning  nod, 
View'd  the  fair  product  with  surprise, 

Of  his  Almighty  God  ; 
*  Woman,'  says  he,  '  shall  be  thy  name, 

For  nothing  ean  I  see 
Throughout  creation's  beauteous  frame, 

So  like  myself  as  thee.' 
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8. 

Before  she  did  a  being  come, 

She  was  by  God  design'd, 
A  net  to  catch  the  Devil  in, 

And  propagate  mankind. 
The  way  by  which  the  Holy  Ghost 

O'er  shadowing  would  come  down, 
That  all  that  were  in  Adam  lost, 

In  Christ  should  all  be  found. 
9. 

The  anointed  cherub  now  above, 

From  whom  the  Lord  withdrew, 
No  longer  join  d  the  bands  of  love, 

Or  paid  obedience  due ; 
But  his  Creator  look'd  on 

With  Luciferial  pride ; 
And  whom  he  had  his  being  from 

He  secretly  defied. 

10. 

His  damn  d  ambition  was  so  great. 

He  rather  chose  to  be 
Deprived  of  that  happy  state, 

Than  share  supremacy ; 
For  which  from  heaven  was  he  hurl'd, 

And  sealed  here  below 
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Left  in  the  midst  of  this  fair  world, 
The  harbinger  of  woe. 

11. 

With  envy  he  beheld  the  pair 

The  Lord  had  here  placed, 
Contriving  howT  he  might  ensnare 

And  bring  them  to  disgrace. 
The  great  Jehovah  did  at  length 

Withhold  his  helping  hand, 
Left  both  to  their  created  strength, 

The  Devil  to  withstand. 
12. 

The  subtle  serpent  soon  did  come, 

The  woman  to  accost ; 
An  instrument  prepared  by  whom, 

He'd  be  for  ever  lost. 
His  comely  person  and  address 

She  did  too  much  admire ; 
He  courted  her  with  such  success, 

As  to  obtain  desire. 

13. 

O'ertopping  of  her  present  light, 
For  faith  then  dormant  lay, 

Appear' d  to  her  so  seeming  bright, 
Her  innocence  betray' d  ; 
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To  his  unchaste  embraces  obey'd, 
Where  he  was  soon  entomb'd  ; 

As  swift  as  thought  himself  convey'd 
Into  her  silent  womb. 

14. 

Dissolving  there  himself  in  seed, 

Her  soul  polluted  through ; 
And  with  unlawful  lust  indeed, 

Beguil'd  poor  Adam  too ; 
Naked,  disrob'd  of  innocence, 

Both  did  their  Maker  shun ; 
Conscious  enough  of  their  offence, 

Did  from  his  presence  run. 
15. 

The  curse  I  need  not  now  relate 

Each  was  to  undergo ; 
Adam's  posterity  does  share 

Enough  while  here  below. 
Come,  true  believers,  envy  not 

What  wicked  men  attend; 
For  all  their  treasure  soon  will  rot, 

Their  heaven  will  have  an  end. 
16. 

Since  you're  enlightened  from  above, 
In  praises  join  with  me, 
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Adoring  God's  elective  love, 

To  all  eternity ; 
Knowing,  when  Chrtst  our  God  does  come 

To  put  an  end  to  time, 
Reason  will  here  with  reason  burn, 

While  we  in  glory  shine. 

James  Miller. 

NINTH  SONG. 
Hail!  Hail!  two  prophets  great, 
Whose  message  does  relate 
To  the  state  of  Adam's  seed, 
Them  to  free  from  bondage; 

And  to  show, 

Joys  that  flow 

Here  below, 
In  us  from  God  that  fountain ; 
Blessed  are  those  eyes  that  see, 
God  here  died  to  set  him  free, 
Says  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

Blessed  are,  &c. 
2. 

Their  mission  does  record, 
That  God  our  mighty  Lord, 
That  two  beings  here  gave  breath, 
Died  to  redeem  all 
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Adam's  seed, 

Who  did  need, 

To  be  freed 
From  everlasting  bondage ; 
In  his  agony  below, 
Sweat  from  God  like  blood  did  flow, 
Says  Reeve  and  Muggletoo. 

In  his,  &c. 

3. 

This  Record  it  is  clear, 
A  wounded  heart  will  cheer, 
If  by  faith  he  here  can  see 
This  great  and  secret  treasure ; 

When  deaths  sting, 

Down  did  bring 

Heaven's  king 
As  low  as  mortal  creature ; 
All  the  Godhead  life  did  die, 
God  did  languish,  bleed  and  cry, 
Says  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

All  the,  &c. 

4. 

Look  up,  lost  souls,  and  see, 
Your  Maker  on  a  tree ; 
Dying  here  by  serpents'  hands, 
Who  was  void  of  pity, 
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For  they  cried 

When  he  died, 

Satisfied : 
Now  we  have  slain  this  traitor ; 
But  their  power  was  no  more, 
When  they'd  shed  the  purple  gore, 
Says  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

But  their,  &c. 

5. 

f  or  in  earth's  silent  womb, 
The  faithful  did  entomb ; 
Heaven's  God  and  senseless  king, 
Till  his  appointed  hour ; 

Then  he  rose 

To  oppose 

Death  and  those, 
Who  here  had  brought  him  under ; 
And  when  he  quickened  from  the  ground> 
Death  receiv'd  that  conquering  wound, 
Says  Pteeve  and  Muggleton. 

And  when,  &c. 
6. 

When  he  rose  from  the  grave, 
He  power  had  to  save 
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All  the  faithful  in  the  dust, 
To  live  with  him  for  ever ; 

Ever  sure 

To  endure, 

Quite  secure, 
In  everlasting  pleasure ; 
Then  we  all  in  love  shall  join 
For  to  praise  the  God  divine 
Of  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

Then  we  &c. 

7. 

These  prophets  now  asleep, 
Death  long  them  cannot  keep  ; 
For  God's  promise  it  is  sure, 
There's  nothing  can  impede  it ; 

Death  will  fly, 

And  will  die, 

At  the  cry, 
Surrender  all  to  judgment ! 
And  now  I'll  reverence  with  my  p< 
The  memory  of  two  pious  men, 
John  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

And  now,  &c. 

8. 

I  them  no  worship  pay 
Now  they're  in  silent  clay; 
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For  all  praise  it  does  belong 
To  our  dear  Redeemer; 

He  is  king. 

And  I'll  sing 

To  that  spring, 

Which  floweth  love  for  ever ; 

Though  I  them  reverence  with  my  peisv 

With  God  they  are  but  mortal  men, 

Nam'd,  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

Though  I,  &c. 
9. 

Who  did  glad  tidings  bring 
From  heaven's  glorious  King, 
That  the  streams  of  life  will  run; 
Through  our  souls  for  ever ; 

When  we  fly 

Up  on  high, 

And  do  cry, 
All  praise  to  Christ  for  ever : 
Then  through  death  our  course  is  runi 
To  surround  that  glorious  Son, 
With  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

Then  through,  &c. 
10. 

When  we  rise  f  rom  the  grave, 
And  glorious  bodies  have, 
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Oh !  how  swift  we  shall  ascend 
Up  to  that  glorious  fountain ; 

For  to  drink 

At  that  brink, 

When  we  think 
What  he  suffered  for  us ; 
Death  and  hell  will  fly  away 
At  the  dawning  of  the  day, 
Says  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

Death  and,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

TENTH  SONG. 
Now  will  I  rejoice  and  sing 
To  Christ  Jesus  my  God  and  king ; 
Who  joyful  news  to  me  did  bring, 

And  to  all  true  believers  : 
Thou  formed  the  earth  and  heavens  high, 
And  in  a  virgin's  womb  did  lie ; 
And  also  thou  did  chuse  to  die, 
From  death  to  relieve  us. 
Thou  formed,  &c. 
2. 

All  glory  and  honour  be  to  thee, 
Who  shewed  such  mercy  unto  me ; 

n  g 
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Thy  precious  blood  by  faith  1  see, 
Which  makes  my  election  sure ; 
Who  can  but  love  such  a  God  as  this 
I  believe  in  him,  I  cannot  miss 
Enjoying  of  eternal  bliss, 
For  ever  to  endure. 

Who  can,  &c. 
3. 

In  ignorance  I  have  been  led, 

And  could  not  find  the  living  bread ; 

But  now  with  it  I'm  daily  fed, 

Through  God's  continual  blessing : 
He  sent  John  Reeve  and  Muggleton ; 
Brought  me  from  Sinai  to  Zion ; 
Which  caused  me  to  sing  this  song, 

With  joy  beyond  expression. 
He  sent,  &c. 
4. 

The  devils  of  us  do  complain : 

We  know  they  are  the  sons  of  Cain* 

And  all  their  prayers  are  in  vain, 

For  their  God  cannot  hear  them ; 
He  has* no  ears ;  how  should  he  hear 
His  formless  ghost  cannot  appear: 
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For  this  strange  God  they  must  pay  dear. 
Therefore  let  us  not  fear  them. 
He  has,  &c. 
5. 

Their  nothing  God  I  care  not  for, 
Their  false  worship  I  do  abhor ; 
I  know  it  often  causes  war, 

And  daily  breeds  confusion. 
There  is  seven  churches  full  of  spite, 
Each  church  doth  plead  that  they  are  right, 
When  they  are  all  more  dark  than  night- 
Nothing  but  mere  delusion. 
There  is,  &c. 
6. 

Therefore,  my  friends,  come  join  with  me 

In  praises  to  his  Majesty; 

Who  from  false  gods  has  set  us  free, 

By  this  his  last  commission ; 
Christ's  holy  name  let  us  adore, 
He  is  our  God,  we  have  no  more, 
He  has  for  us  great  joys  in  store, 

And  without  intermission. 
Christ's  holy,  &c. 

John  Gates,  once  Clerk  ofEgham,  Berkshire. 


SONGS. 


ELEVENTH  SONG. 
When  I  view  my  God's  creation,. 

Oh !  what  wonders  great  T  see  I 
When  I  think  of  his  redemption, 
What  a  sight  it  is  to  me ! 
To  .see  that  none  could  die, 
Justice  to  satisfy, 
But  the  alone  eternal  God. 
To  see,  &c. 
2. 

When  he  left  his  boundless  kingdom, 

Of  immortal  glories  bright, 
And  for  us  became  a  creature- 
How  I  wonder  at  the  sight  I 
To  see  that  none  could  die, 
Justice  to  satisfy, 
But  the  alone  eternal  God. 
To  see,  &c. 
3. 

Tho'  I  see  him  here  a  creature, 
When  in  mortal  flesh  below, 

When  he  grew  mature  by  nature, 
All  perfection  he  did  shew. 
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And  when  he  here  did  die 
Justice  to  satisfy, 
Then  died  the  whole  eternal  God. 
And  when,  &e. 
4. 

On  a  cross  I  see  a  dying 

God's  great  spirit,  which  was  pure, 
Curs' d  devils  him  envying, 
O  what  pain  did  he  endure, 
When  he  was  crucified, 
The  blood  flowed  from  the  side 
Of  the  alone  eternal  God. 
When  he,  <%c. 
5. 

Here  the  Devil's  power  ended, 

They  no  more  to  him  could  do ; 
By  the  power  of  his  spirit, 

He  the  chains  of  death  broke  through : 
And  tho'  he  here  did  die, 
Justice  to  satisfy, 
Now  lives  the  alone  eternal  God. 
And  tho';  &c. 

Boyrr  Glover. 
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TWELFTH  SONG. 
When  first  the  truth  I  heard. 
My  soul  was  dead  with  sin, 
To  die  I  was  afraid, 

Such  horror  I  was  in ; 
I  knew  not  where  to  fly, 
Or  where  to  find  relief, 
Afraid  I  was  to  die, 

This  fiird  my  soul  with  grief. 
I  knew,  &c. 
2. 

The  scriptures  I  compared, 

As  many  more  had  done ; 
And.  found  that  I  was  noble  born, 

Of  God  I  was  a  son  ; 
The  more  my  soul  did  gaze, 

The  more  my  faith  did  see, 
That  I  my  God  should  praise 

To  all  eternity. 

The  more,  &c. 
3. 

This  is  a  treasure  sure, 

Which  none  can  take  away; 

It  ever  will  endure, 
My  night  is  turn'd  to  day ; 
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My  prayers  are  turned  to  praise, 

My  glorious  God  and  king, 
Who  me  from  death  will  raise, 
Redeeming  love  to  sing. 
My  prayers,  &c. 
4. 

No  envy  can  destroy, 

The  peace  which  I  possess ; 
The  gift  of  God  is  joy 

And  endless  blessedness; 
Obedience  to  God 

Surpasses  sacrifice, 
Obey  the  prophet's  word, 

And  you  to  bliss  will  rise. 
Obedience  to,  &c. 
5. 

Then  you'll  wise  virgins  be, 

Your  lamps  all  fuTd  with  oil ; 
The  bridegroom's  face  you'll  see, 

None  can  the  marriage  spoil; 
And  when  your  God  you  see, 

In  his  burning  throne  above, 
Faith  will  that  oil  then  be, 

Returning  praise  for  love. 
And  when,  &c. 
c5  Boyer  Glover. 
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THIRTEENTH  SONG. 

Made  to  welcome  the  Prophet  Muggleton  into 
Braintree,  Essex. 

Now  no  more  may  monsters  boast, 

Nor  reason's  god  the  elect  deceive  ; 

Poor  despisd  ones  thrown  down  mountains, 

Whilst  in  truth  we  do  believe ; 

Grace  and  truth  hath  long  abounded, 

And  all  monsters  are  confounded. 

Grace  and,  &c. 

2. 

Then  let  each  soul  that* s  here  be  glad, 
Rejoicing  now  with  faithful  zeal, 
See  the  conduit  of  salvation, 
Where  we  all  have  set  our  seal ; 
Whilst  the  mountains  catch  at  small  things, 
Still  our  conduit  floweth  forth  all  things. 
Whilst  the,  &d. 

3. 

You,  great  Sir,  we  greet  in  love, 
The  object  vipers  would  destroy, 
Since  your  company  in  Braintree, 
Now  once  more  the  saints  enjoy ; 
By  a  power  that  divine  is, 
Makes  our  water  sweet  as  wine  is. 
By  a,  &c. 
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4. 

Then  let  all  saints  in  raptures  join> 
With  joyful  souls  to  make  a  choir; 
To  praise  the  God  of  our  salvation, 
Which  did  first  your  souls  inspire ; 
And  protected  you  so  long  too, 
And  with  armour  made  you  strong  too. 
And  protected,  &c. 

5. 

Perils  great  have  you  endured, 
Because  you  charge  the  world  with  sin 
You  are  the  mark  of  all  their  malice, 
Shot  against  by  every  fiend ; 
But  you  armour  is  your  defence,  Sir, 
Until  death  release  you  hence,  Sir. 
But  your,  &c. 

6. 

Then  in  dust  a  silent  sleep 
You  take,  and  bid  the  saints  adieu ; 
Till  all  time  be  gone  and  ended, 
Then  our  God  makes  all  things  new  ; 
Mountains  then  will  shake  and  shiver, 
Then  we  saints  are  blest  for  ever. 
Mountains  then,  &c. 


44  SONGS. 

7. 

See  the  saints  in  clouds  ascending, 
With  acclamations  fill'd  with  joy ; 
Persecutors  then  beholding, 
Which  did  oft  the  saints  annoy  ; 
We  attending  you  ascending 
Into  glories  never  ending. 
We  attending,  &c. 

8. 

Sad  and  dismal  will  that  be 
To  reason  and  his  blind  desire ; 
Seeing  the  weakest  are  made  strongest, 
Adds  more  fuel  to  their  fire ; 
Fears  and  horrors  whelm  them  under, 
Whilst  they  perish  all  with  wonder. 
Fears  and  &c. 

William  Wood,  Painter, 

FOURTEENTH  SONG. 
An  uncreated  essence, 
From  all  eternity ; 
Was  the  great  Jehovah, 
Which  by  faith  1  see ; 
His  eyes  like  flames  of  fire, 
His  feet  like  brass  do  shine ; 
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How  can  you  but  admire, 
A  God  that  is  so  divine. 
His  eyes,  &c. 
2. 

His  voice  like  many  waters, 
St.  John  he  doth  compare ; 
But  sweeter  is  than  roses, 
By  exceeding  far; 
In  him  is  no  desire, 
His  spirits  to  confine ; 
How  can  you  but  admire, 
A  God  that  is  so  divine. 
In  him,  &c. 
3. 

His  body  clear  as  chrystal, 
More  softer  is  than  down ; 
In  him  is  all  perfection, 
With  an  immortal  crown  ; 
The  beams  of  his  bright  glory? 
The  sun  it  doth  out  shine; 
How  can  you  but  admire, 
A  God  that  is  so  divine. 
The  beams,  &c. 
4. 

At  his  own  will  and  pleasure, 
More  swifter  is  than  thought,; 
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In  a  kingdom  without  measure,. 
Which  by  faith  I  am  taught ; 
He  is  altogether  lovely, 
So  glorious  and  so  fine; 
For  ever  let  us  admire, 
A  God  that  is  so  divine. 
He  is,  &c. 
5. 

Thousands  of  bright  angels, 
Do  in  his  presence  stand; 
Beholding  of  his  bright  glory, 
And  waiting  his  command : 
Delighting  in  his  service, 
They  readily  do  obey 
The  commands  of  their  creator, 
Which  he  on  them  shall  lay. 
Delighting  in,  &c. 
6. 

Then  let  us  return  our  praises 
And  thanks  unto  that  king, 
Which  at  his  own  time  appointed. 
His  saints  will  likewise  bring 
Into  his  blessed  mansions, 
Full  union  for  to  have, 
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In  his  everlasting  kingdom, 
Who  raised  us  from  the  grave. 
Into  his,  &c. 

Robert  Pickard. 

FIFTEENTH  SONG. 

Come,  raptur'd  souls,  rejoice  and  sing 

Your  dear  Redeemer's  praises ; 
For  he  is  our  only  God  and  King, 

The  divine  Rock  of  Ages ; 
Who  from  his  glorious  throne  above, 

Into  this  earth  descended ; 
Let  us  adore  his  matchless  love, 

Ne'er  to  be  comprehended, 
Let  us,  .&£. 

2. 

A  Virgins  womb  did  God  contain, 

The  very  Lord  of  glory ; 
Yet  unconsunied,  amazing  strange! 

Seek  not  but  still  adore  thee  : 
Jesus  an  Infant  pure  was  born, 

In  Bethlehem,  oh!  ponder, 
How  mean  his  birth,  and  how  forlorn* 
Which  made  proud  reason  wonder. 
How  mean,  &c. 
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3. 

Herod,  that  mighty  prince  of  hell, 

Sent  forth  his  bloody  edict, 
And  many  thousand  babes  there  fell, 

But  Christ  was  safe  in  Egypt ; 
His  great  Vicegerents  did  him  protect, 

And  kept  him  from  all  danger, 
Till  freely  he  resign' d  his  breath, 

When  in  the  hands  of  strangers. 
Till  freely,  &c. 
4. 

Here  he  obeyed  his  own  decree, 

Submitting  to  death's  power ; 
Immortal  God,  by  faith  1  see, 

Sin,  death  and  hell  devour; 
Death  was  too  weak  for  to  detain 

A  precious  life  so  pure ; 
The  conquering  hero  rose  again, 

By  which  death's  death  is  sure. 
The  conquering,  &c. 
5. 

Eternal  life  he  has  regain' d 

In  a  triumphant  manner, 
Or  we  for  ever  should  have  lain 

Under  pale  death's  dark  banner; 
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Now  God's  ascended  far  on  high, 

Into  those  realms  of  pleasure, 
Centre  of  bliss,  eternity, 

Believers'  only  treasure. 
Centre  of,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

SIXTEENTH  SONG. 

Curst  serpents  often  bruised, 
The  seed  of  Adam's  heel ; 
When  they  false  Gods  refused 
Their  reason  did  them  kill : 
But  when  that  God  came  from  above, 
The  wine-press  for  to  tread, 
His  power  did  unite  with  love, 
To  break  the  serpent's  head. 
But  when,  &c. 
2. 

Great  locusts  God  surrounded, 
Men  mighty  in  dispute ; 
But  God  them  all  confounded, 
Their  reason  could  not  root; 
For  there  lay  boundless  purity 
In  his  pure  flesh  below, 
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No  reason  could  inherent  be> 
Where  purity  did  flow. 
For  there,  &c. 
3. 

Two  creatures  God  created 
Out  of  the  dust  below, 
His  nature  there  he  placed, 
Which  in  their  souls  did  flow, 
Their  souls  were  always  pure  divine 
When  faith  in  them  did  flow, 
But  reason  came  with  a  curst  design, 
His  nature  for  to  sow. 

Their  souls,  &c. 
4. 

The  serpent  he  infused 
His  reason  into  Eve, 
His  counsel  she  refused 
Till  that  she  did  receive; 
Thus  like  a  God  did  reason  rove5 
So  powerful  was  he, 
That  reason  in  her  soul  did  move 
For  to  eat  that  cursed  tree. 
Thus  like,  &c. 
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5. 

When  that  this  cursed  serpent 
In  Eve  had  taken  root, 
She  overcame  her  husband 
To  eat  that  cursed  fruit ; 
But  in  their  souls  they  did  repent, 
To  lose  such  harmony, 
Relenting  light  made  them  repent, 
And  they  to  God  did  cry. 
But  how,  &c. 
6. 

Then  did  the  great  Creator 
A  glorious  promise  make, 
To  take  on  human  nature, 
For  his  lost  image  sake ; 
Says  God,  ( I  will  fulfil  my  word 
To  break  the  serpent's  head ; 
I  will  tread  out  your  sins  in  blood 
Until  my  soul  is  dead. 
Says  God,  &c. 
7. 

'  My  glorious  person  you  once  see 
In  silent  death  shall  lie  ; 
I  will  a  captive  to  death  be, 
That  you  may  live  on  high ; 
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My  body  on  a  cross  shall  bleed, 
My  justice  to  repay, 
That  you  and  all  your  righteous  seed 
May  have  eternal  day. 
My  body,  &c. 
8. 

e  You,  reason  has  subjected 
Now  to  a  mortal  death, 
Because  I  you  respected, 
I'll  vail  immortal  breath; 
And  then  grim  death  I'll  overcome 
In  pure  mortality, 
Then  call  you  to  my  glorious  home 
In  the  boundless  heaven  s  high. 
And  then,  &c. 
9. 

*  I  will  pursue  the  enemy 
Into  a  virgin's  womb, 
And  there  my  Godhead  life  shall  die 
Pure  flesh  for  to  assume ; 
And  in  that  body  I  will  smite 
Death,  Devil,  hell  and  grave ; 
My  soul  in  mercy  shall  delight 
You  and  your  seed  to  save. 
And  in,  &c. 
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I  wiH  go  up  from  Bosrah 
With  garments  dyed  red, 
And  suffer  cursed  serpents 
For  you  my  blood  to  shed ; 
And  those  that  drink  that  blood  in  love 
Shall  live  with  me  on  high, 
But  all  that  drink  that  blood  in  wrath, 
Are  damned  eternally. 
And  those,  &c. 
11. 

Your  righteous  seed  they  must  relent 
When  justice  they  offend, 
When  in  their  blood  they  do  repent 
I  will  my  prophets  send ; 
Who  shall  declare  to  them  my  word, 
When  unto  me  they  cry, 
I'll  give  them  strength  to  drink  my  blood 
That  they  may  never  die. 
Who  shall,  &c. 
12. 

I'll  give  to  them  a  certain  sign 
That  they  may  know  the  seed, 
That  unto  mercy  does  resign, 
And  who  in  justice  bleed ; 
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He  that  can  but  stretch  out  his  hand, 
Shall  touch  me  when  on  high ; 
But  he  that  has  the  withered  hand, 
Is  damn'd  eternally.' 
He  that,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

SEVENTEENTH  SONG. 
O  come,  my  friends,  and  join  with  me 
In  praises  to  Christ's  majesty, 
Who  freely  did  resign  his  breath, 
And  pour'd  out  his  soul  even  unto  death. 
Oh!  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
Who  freely,  &c. 
2. 

And  when  he  quickened  from  the  dead, 
O,  there  he  broke  the  serpent's  head, 
The  sons  of  Adam  to  set  free, 
That  we  may  praise  him  eternally. 

Oh !  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
The  sons,  &c. 

3. 

O  what  a  glorious  sight  to  see 

The  power  of  death  conquer' d  by  thee; 
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Royal  prerogative  did  thee  compel 
To  conquer  the  enemies,  sin,  death  and  hell. 
Oh  !  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
Royal  prerogative,  &c. 
4. 

And  now  he' as  opened  the  book  of  life, 
That  in  my  soul  has  banished  all  strife; 
A  new  name  in  the  book  has  wrought, 
The  work  of  redemption  by  faith  I'm  taught. 
Oh!  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
A  new,  &c. 

5. 

0  Lord,  thou  art  the  living  bread, 
And  is  alive  tho'  you  were  dead ; 
That  when  thy  glorious  face  I  see, 

1  shall  live  with  thee  eternally. 

Oh!  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
That  when,  &c. 
6. 

And  leave  behind  the  seed  of  Cain, 
Upon  this  earth  for  to  remain  ; 
The  face  of  God  ne'er  to  behold, 
For  reason's  curst,  tho*  he  is  so  bold. 

Oh !  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
The  face,  &c. 
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7. 

God  sent  two  prophets  great  I  see, 
Those  glorious  truths  to  shew  to  me, 
And  to  all  those  that  do  truly  believe 
The  declaration  of  great  John  Reeve. 

Oh!  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
And  to,  &c. 

8. 

And  great  Muggleton  by  faith  I  see, 
Was  chose  by  God's  glorious  decree ; 
And  those  that  great  Muggleton  disown, 
Upon  this  earth  will  be  left  to  groan. 

Oh !  my  glorious  God  and  redeeming  king. 
And  those,  &c. 

J ohn  Williams. 

EIGHTEENTH  SONG. 
Why  should  1  make  freedom  a  slave, 
Although  the  world  be  unkind,  Sir? 
Since  my  servant  reason  I  have 
Each  critical  monster  to  mind,  Sir ; 
My  reason  shall  draw,  make  brick  and  find  straw, 
It  shall  have  no  time  to  be  idle ; 
It  early  shall  rise,  each  knave  to  surprise, 
And  put  on  the  bit  and  the  bridle. 
It  early,  &c. 


SONGS.  57 
2. 

The  children  of  this  world  are  in  arms 
To  kill  and  destroy  for  a  season ; 
Not  one  bewailing  another  men's  harms, 
Thus  it  is  to  be  ridden  by  reason ; 
Go  on  with  work,  fight  Devil,  fight  Turk, 
Your  reason  and  you  are  accurst  too ; 
Since  reason's  your  lord,  and  you  rule  by  the  sword 
And  suck  up  men's  blood  till  you  burst  too. 
Since  reason's,  &c. 

3. 

Dust  it's  for  which  you  do  strive, 
No  treasure  like  that  they  can  savour; 
Each  moment  'tis  left  for  those  that  survive, 
To  take  from  the  dead  as  a  favour; 
For  still  I  perceive,  if  they  could  but  live 
Until  this  world's  end,  were  it  longer ; 
They'd  still  it  enjoy,  and  kill  and  destroy ; 
The  weaker  must  fall  by  the  stronger. 
They'd  still,  &c. 

4. 

Let  reason  fight  and  plunder  and  kill, 
Andhe'il  continue  fomenting; 
Until  with  blood  they  all  have  their  fill, 
Without  the  least  dram  of  repenting ; 
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Let  them  fill  their  cup  up,  and  drink  ev'ry  sup, 
For  reason  on  blood  will  he  feeding  ; 
My  life  shall  stand  in  the  promised  land, 
While  mountains  of  reasqn  lie  bleeding. 
My  life,  &c. 

5. 

Then  let  my  soul  rejoice  and  be  glad, 
With  raptures  of  sweet  elevation ; 
What  tho'  this  world  be  drunken  and  mad, 
It  shall  not  stop  my  revelation ; 
My  sword  in  my  mouth  shall  still  defend  truth, 
And  make  reason's  children  to  wonder, 
It  early  shall  fly  and  soar  to  the  sky, 
And  sound  in  their  ears  like  thunder. 
It  early,  &c. 

6. 

Then  since  the  sword  so  ripe  in  mankind, 
And  ushers  the  soul  to  the  grave  too ; 
I'll  keep  house  at  home  in  my  mind, 
And  enjoy  those  riches  I  have  too; 
I'll  neither  borrow  nor  lend— 1  cannot  it  spend. 
It  will  be  nay  portion  to-morrow  ; 
Whilst  Devils  that  fight,  must  bid  all  good  night, 
And  enter  a  deluge  of  sorrow. 
Whilst  Devils,  &c. 
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7. 

And  thus  poor  Cam  will  finish  his  days, 
And  solace  his  soul  with  delighting 
In  sounding  forth  his  God's  divine  praise, 
Whilst  monsters  and  Devils  are  fighting ; 
My  faith  unto  me  a  castle  shall  be, 
Of  impregnable  strength  and  defence,  Sir; 
Each  handler  of  steel  my  sentence  shall  feel, 
Before  that  poor  Cam  goes  hence,  Sir. 
Each  handler,  &c. 

William  Wood,  Painter. 

NINETEENTH  SONG. 

Who  comes  here 

From  Edom  with  dyed  garments  ? 
Our  God  so  dear ; 
With  blood  he  was  made  red, 
When  the  wine-press  he  did  tread 
For  his  lost  elect, 
Whom  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
With  blood,  &c. 
2. 

For  sin  we 

Justly  all  deserve  to  die, 
The  law  makes  it  appear; 
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But  God  came  down  to  die, 
Justice  to  satisfy, 
For  his  lost  elect 
Whom  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
But  God,  &c. 

3. 

Look  and  see 

The  boundless  love  of  God, 
When  he  suffer  d  here ; 
He  laid  his  glory  down, 
And  of  thorns  he  wore  a  crown, 
For  his  lost  elect 
Whom  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
He  laid,  &c. 

4. 

His  power  and  glory 
With  him  he  brought  down, 
When  he  centred  here ; 
And  naught  he  did  divide, 
For  the  God-head  wholly  died, 
For  his  lost  elect 
W'hom  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
And  naught,  &c. 
5, 

With  power  on  high 
He  left  his  regency, 
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While  he  suffer  d  here ; 
This  power  bore  such  sway, 
That  they  could  not  disobey 
The  commands  of  their  God, 
And  Creator  dear. 

This  power,  &c. 
6. 

Great  Reeve  and 
Muggleton  they  do  declare 
That  God  suffered  here ; 
And  when  Christ  was  crucified, 
The  eternal  Father  died, 
For  his  lost  elect, 
Whom  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
And  when,  &c. 

7. 

His  body  nail'd 
Upon  a  cursed  tree, 
To  the  world  it  is  clear ; 
But  none  are  satisfied 
What  it  was  in  him  that  died, 
But  his  lost  elect, . 
Whom  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
But  none,  &c. 
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In  love  now  let 
Us  all  together  join, 
While  we  are  mortals  here ; 
In  praises  for  to  sing 
To  our  dear  redeeming  king, 
For  his  boundless  love, 
When  he  suffered  here. 
In  praises,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

TWENTIETH  SONG. 
O  God  of  all  Gods,  and  prince  of  all  peace, 
To  sing  forth  thy  praises  let  the  saints  never  cease 
Who  in  thy  divine  love  makes  mortals  thy  guest, 
By  kind  invitations  to  peace  and  to  rest: 
What  love  can  be  greater,  can  any  one  tell, 
Than  our  God  by  his  death  to  redeem  us  fron 
hell? 

Then  let  all  that  are  elected  his  praises  forth 

shew, 

That  had  bowels  of  love  to  poor  mortals  below. 
2. 

For  in  the  beginning  when  man  was  quite  lost, 
Out  of  life  into  death  by  the  enemy  toss'd, 
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Oh,  sweet  was  thy  promise  thy~own  to  redeem, 
By  promising  life  out  of  pale  death  again ; 
By  faith  thy  babes  saw  it,  tho'  not  in  their  days. 
And  lay  down  in  peace,  to  thine  eternal  praise. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

3. 

A  tower  of  water  God  built  to  men's  wonder, 
To  keep  the  elect  and  the  rebels  asunder, 
It  stood  on  twelve  pillars  so  bright  and  so  clear, 
The  sun  was  seen  thro'  them  all  the  whole  year ; 
The  pillars  were  faithful,  beautiful  and  strong 
To  hold  up  the  tower  though  ever  so  long. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

4. 

The  next  was  a  temple  whicli  God  himself  rais'd, 
From  the  womb  of  a  virgin,  (his  divine  name  be 
prais'd) 

For  himself  to  dwell  in,  which  had  twelve  pillars 
strong, 

And  the  powers  of  hell  could  do  them  no  wrong, 
This  temple  by  serpents  was  trampled  down  plain 
And  in  three  days  and  nights  it  was  reared  up 
again, 

Oh,  mystery  of  mysteries !  and  blessed  is  he, 
That  hath  faith  to  look  into  this  great  mystery. 
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5. 

When  the  Holy  of  holies  ascended  on  high, 
And  over  grim  death  he  had  got  victory, 
The  pillars  stood  fast,  and  like  stars  they  did 
shine ; 

Their  mouths  breathed  forth  revelation  divine ; 
x\nd  now  in  the  dust  death  doth  them  retain, 
Till  Jehovah  with  power  will  raise  them  again. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

6. 

In  process  of  time  thick  darkness  did  grow, 
That  it  compass' d  about  this  whole  region  below, 
That  men  went  a  groping  to  find  out  the  way, 
But  all  to  no  purpose  in  these  darksome  days ; 
Till  at  length  a  bright  light  from  heaven  did  shine 
Which  all  that  are  elected  can  witness  divine. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

7. 

In  God's  decreed  time,  in  fifty  and  one, 
In  the  month  February,  from  his  heavenly  throne, 
He  made  himself  known  unto  all  elect  men, 
The  third  and  last  time  he  shall  ever  come  again; 
He  sent  forth  two  champions  his  truth  to  main- 
tain, 

And  to  shut  up  all  mouths  that  prattled  in  vain. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 
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8. 

And  oat  of  their  mouths  proceeds  spiritual  fire, 
To  burn  up  all  those  that  against  them  conspire ; 
With  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  divine  truth  to  de- 
fend, 

x\nd  to  cut  them  all  down  that  with  truth  do  con- 
tend; 

They  have  also  the  keys  of  heaven  and  hell, 
No  champions  like  those  in  this  region  doth  dwelL 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

9. 

These  champions  have  with  them  rare  Gilead 
balm, 

Which  in  a  great  earthquake  will  make  a  groat 
calm ; 

It  cures  all  wounds  that  are  made  by  death's  sting, 
It  makes  the  dumb  speak,  and  sing  praise  to  their 
king ; 

It  makes  the  blind  see  these  glorious  days, 
It  makes  the  Jame  walk,  and  give  God  the  praise. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

10. 

It  makes  the  deaf  hear  their  divine  revelation, 
Which  expels  all  the  fears  of  eternal  damnation; 
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The  knowledge  of  God  in  them  is  inspired. 
Which  all  the  elect  have  so  long  time  desired ; 
The  nature  and  form  of  angels  they  know, 
What  heaven  is  alsove,  and  what  hell  is  below. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

11. 

And  of  the  right  Devil,  and  rise  of  his  seed, 
They  have  satisfied  all  true  men  indeed ; 
The  soul  it  is  mortal  they  truly  do  say, 
Tho'  Devils  and  monsters  of  men  do  say,  nay ; 
With  many  more  secrets  they  are  fully  replenish' d, 
Their  work  it  is  done,  and  God's  mystery  is 
finished. 
Then  let  all,  &c. 

William  Wood,  Painter, 

TWENTY-FIRST  SONG. 

Eternal  life  it  is  to  me, 

Now  I  by  faith  do  know 
That  God  has  died  upon  a  tree, 

To  save  my  soul  from  wroe ; 
For  justice  was  wroth  with  sin, 

For  which  God  did  atone, 
Or  else  in  darkness  I  had  been, 

And  God  should  ne'er  have  known » 
pftr  justice,  &c. 


SONGS. 

2. 

The  holy  city  was  brought  down. 

Which  Jerusalem  did  typify ; 
This  was  when  God  he  vail'd  his  crown 

And  for  to  redeem  us  did  die ; 
In  the  sanctum  sanctorum  of  love, 

Did  the  Holy  of  holies  dwell ; 
When  God  he  came  down  from  above, 

For  to  conquer  death  and  hell. 
In  the,  &c. 
3. 

At  Can  a,  a  town  of  Gallilee, 

A  miracle  great  was  wrought ; 
Christ  made  the  water  wine,  I  see,  . 

When  the  water  to  him  was  brought 
This  miracle  it  did  show, 

Those  souls  which  are  divine, 
When  revelation  it  did  flow, 

That  their  waters  then  were  wine  , 
This  miracle,  &c. 
4. 

•Christ  unto  his  apostles  said, 
'  In  glory  you  shall  shine ; 
And  when  I  am  dead,  be  not  afraid^ 

la  my  kingdom  above  there  is  wine/ 
d2 
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And  when  by  faith  they  did  know, 

They  should  in  glory  shine, 
Oh !  how  their  spirits  then  did  glow, 
When  they  drank  that  spiritual  wine. 
And  when,  &c. 
5. 

When  Moses  he  the  rock  did  smite, 

He  made  the  waters  flow ; 
This  did  the  soul  of  man  delight, 

Who  thirst  did  undergo ; 
The  water  gush'd  forth  like  a  flood, 

To  allay  the  thirst  of  man ; 
That  water  typified  Christ's  blood, 

When  he  was  God  and  man. 
The  water,  &c. 
6. 

All  that  believe  the  third  record, 

They  do  drink  of  this  spiritual  wine, 
And  have  the  promise  of  the  Lord, 

That  they  ever  in  glory  shall  shine ; 
For  by  faith  in  the  prophet's  word, 

Their  souls  are  made  divine ; 
They  live  by  drinking  of  God's  blood, 

And  their  waters  are  turn'd  to  wine. 
k  or  by,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 
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TWENTY-SECOND  SONG. 

Verses  sung  upon  the  Prophet  Muggleton's  coming  down 
to  Braintree,  in  Essex,  in  1687,  after  being  persecuted. 

All  saints  that  are  present,  come  forth  and  rejoice, 
Shew  forth  your  elevations  with  heart  and  with 

voice,. 

For  the  storms  they  are  past,  and  the  winter  is 
gone, 

And  the  spring  begins  to  flourish  by  virtue  of  the 
sun. 
For  the,  &c. 

2. 

The  lambs  have  their  freedom,  their  joys  have 
abounded, 

Since  the  wolves  that  would  tear  them,  in  their 
chase  are  confounded ;  j 

They  gnash  with  their  teeth,  and  are  sorely  of- 
fended, 

That  the  lambs  have  their  freedom,  and  their 
power  is  ended. 
They  gnash,  &c. 

3. 

The  shepherd  is  come  for  to  see  us  once  more, 
To  view  those  young  lambs  that  he  ne'er  saw 
before ;  D  3 
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Where  is  such  a  shepherd  that  dwells  in  the  plain. 
Can  give  his  sheep  water  that  they  ne'er  thirst 
again  ? 
Where  is,  &c. 

4. 

And  now,  divine  Sir,  you  are  welcome  to  me. 
And  to  the  rest  of  our  friends  by  their  joy  you  do 

see ; 

We  greet  you  in  love  as  our  shepherd  and  pastor, 
And  prostrate  our  souls  to  the  grace  of  your 
master. 
We  greet,  &c. 

5. 

The  Almighty  God,  which  is  the  man  Jesus, 
Came  down  from  his  throne,  of  our  burden  to 
ease  us ; 

Then  let's  sing  to  the  praise  of  our  heavenly  king, 
Till  we  with  our  voice  do  make  the  room  ring. 
Then  let's,  &c. 

6. 

All  praise,  hallelujah  and  honour  be  given 
To  our  God,  Redeemer  and  Creator  of  heaven, 
Who  in  his  divine  power  doth  nourish  and  cherish 
All  his  elect  lambs,  that  none  of  them  perish. 
Who  in,  &c. 

William  Wood. 
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TWENTY-THIRD  SONG. 

the  Fourteenth,  Fifteenth  and  Sixteenth  of  February, 
(Tune,  c  Fanny  blooming  fair.') 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise! 

Salute  this  glorious  morn, 
And  tell  the  flowing  joys 

Which  should  this  day  adorn; 
When  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 

From  God's  imperial  throne, 
Their  mission  did  receive, 

To  give  to  faith  alone. 

When  Muggleton,  &c. 
2. 

On  these  three  happy  days, 

God  did  his  mind  declare, 
That  we  might  ever  praise 

His  wonders  eyery  year ; 
These  annual  offerings  bring, 

And  unto  Christ  above, 
In  hymns  of  praise  we'll  sing,. 

Thy  love,  O  God,  above. 
These  annual,  &c. 

d4 
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Then  saints  united  meet, 

In  union  let  us  join, 
Our  joys  will  then  be  greater, 

Our  pleasures  more  divine : 
;Tis  such  communion  grace, 

Thus  loving  saints  will  be 
Resemblers  here  of  that  blest  place 

Of  immortality. 

'Tis  such,  &c. 
4. 

There  joys  will  know  no  end, 

There's  pleasures  without  pain ; 
When  we  shall  there  ascend, 

We  shall  no  more  complain ; 
But  in  sweet  songs  of  love, 

We  evermore  shall  sing, 
Uninterrupted  then  above, 

The  wonders  of  our  king. 
But  in,  &c. 
5. 

Thy  death,  O  God,  will  be 
Our  ever  grateful  theme  ; 

Thy  sufferings  in  mortality 
Elect  men  to  redeem : 
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Our  subject  then  will  be, 

In  everlasting  lays ; 
Tho'  endless  in  eternity, 

It  won't  tell  all  thy  praise. 
Our,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

TWENTY-FOURTH  SONG. 
A  Glorious  throne  in  the  heavens,  methinks  I 
see, 

A  noble  court  bedeck'd  with  majesty; 

A  canopy  of  state,  what  tongue  can  tell, 

The  untold  glories,  where  our  God  doth  dwell? 
o 

But  to  unfold  what  we  don't  understand, 
God's  holy  prophet,  we  have  in  our  land, 
Who  hath  a  soul  adorned  with  matchless  faith, 
Which  is  God's  nature,  as  the  scripture  saith. 
3. 

But  to  his  court,  where  God  proclaims  a  call 
To  the  elect  angels  for  to  see  his  fall ; 
The  Almighty  seats  him  on  a  matchless  throne, 
The  elect  admire  the  serpent  all  alone. 
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4. 

A  prisoner  stands  at  the  celestial  bar, 
Where  guilt  transports  him  from  that  kingdom 
far, 

The  judge  unto  the  prisoner  speaketh  now, 
Where  direful  anger  seized  the  Almighty's  brow. 
5. 

Which  to  behold  the  angels  trembling  lay, 
The  heavens  seemed  vail'd,  then  did  the  Almigh- 
ty say, 

'  Pernicious  actor  of  a  deed  so  base, 
The  effects  reap  nothing  to  thee  but  disgrace, 
6. 

e  Dost  think  that  I  who  gave  a  life  to  thee, 
Will  suffer  this  rebellion  against  me ; 
No,  thou  shalt  know  my  power  shall  extend,  ■ 
To  force  thee  hence,  and  downward  thee  to  send/ 
7. 

The  Almighty  God,  who  then  with  power  calls, 
Which  made  heaven  crack,  and  down  the  angel 
falls 

Into  a  new  found  world,  he  did  not  know 
That  ere  God's  power  had  extended  so. 
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8. 

Nor  hath  God  done  his  crimes  for  to  pursue, 
But  woe  to  the  earth,  the  devil's  come  to  you, 
With  whom  he  doth  a  new  invention  try, 
In  hopes  to  unthrone  eternal  majesty. 
.  9. 

Which  to  prevent,  great  God  with  anger  dear. 
Decrees  new  ways,  nor  will  he  leave  him  here ; 
Then  he  into  our  parent  Eve  did  come, 
God  nooz'd  him  there,  and  then  decreed  his  doom. 
10. 

Thus  was  he  cast  by  our  great  God's  command, 
Which  to  behold  the  angels  trembling  stand, 
But  straight  new  glories  from  their  God  appears 
Into  their  hearts,  and  frees  them  of  their  fears ; 
For  which  all  praise  and  glory  be  ascrib'd 
Unto  heaven's  King  for  ever  to  abide. 

John  Ladd. 

TWENTY- FIFTH  SONG. 

Faith,  hope  and  charity  recommended  are 

To  us  by  those  who  only  know, 
How  far  extend  those  heavenly  paths  so  fair, 

And  unto  us  the  certain  way  doth  show, 
How  to  perform,  and  how  to  rightly  do 
Such  tilings  as  heaven's  reward  must  be  unto. 
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2. 

First  faith  takes  place,  and  then  behold  it  draws 
The  heart  from  what  delights  it  had  before, 

And  then  from  things  unjust  it  also  awes, 

The  heart  and  mind  from  wand'ring  out  of  door ; 

Oh !  happy  is  he  that  can  this  faith  retain, 

And  not  fall  back  into  the  hands  of  Cain. 
3. 

And  if  he  once  through  faith  doth  firmly  gain 
The  way  whereby  temptations  fo*  to  shun, 

Then  may  he  very  well  lay  claim, 

Unto  the  crown  of  life,  which  he  hath  won 

Unto  himself  by  having  faith  in  them, 

Whose  language  is  more  like  to  God's  than  men. 
4. 

For  if  we  have  faith,  we  hope  also  must  have, 
That  we  the  rewards  of  faith  shall  once  attain, 

And  if  we  do  not  believe  that  he  will  save, 
We  have  not  charity  added  to  the  same; 

For  charity  believes  the  apostles  say, 

That  truth  which  is  revealed  in  our  days. 
5. 

Then  Paul  expresseth  charity  to  be  the  chief ; 

The  reason  is,  because  we  cannot  have  it 
Before  we  are  settled  in  a  sure  belief ; 

Arid  theu  to  gain  it  will  be  most  requisite, 
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For  when  the  foundation's  sure,  and  is  built  well, 
It  will  not  fall  with  all  the  storms  of  hell. 

M.  Hatter. 

TWENTY-SIXTH  SONG. 
(Tune j ( Life  of  poor  Jack.') 

Oh  !  God,  how  shall  I  all  my  joys  relate 
Unto  whom  shall  I  open  them  to  ? 

It  is  not  to  the  world  of  those  things  do  I  prate, 
Muggletonians,  I  speak  unto  you ; 

For  the  joys  that  do  run  thro'  my  breast  could  I 
write, 

It's  too  great  for  my  pen  to  declare, 
And  my  heart,  was  it  possible  I  could  indite, 

Then  reason  would  go  in  despair ; 
For  I  see  things  past,  present,  and  things  for  to 
come, 

By  my  faith,  which  is  quicken' d  in  love, 
Those  glorious  truths  which  is  known  but  by 
some, 

The  knowledge  which  came  from  above. 
2. 

When  T  view  my  God's  plan  to  redeem  his  elect, 
His  wisdom  is  clearly  made  known ; 
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How  my  heart  thrill'd  with  joy  when  [  feel  the 
effect, 

That  my  God  himself  became  a  son, 
He  suffer' d  himself  to  be  servant  to  all, 

To  redeem  us,  consented  to  die* ; 
Then,  rejoice  M uggletonians,  I  am  saved  from 
the  fall, 

He  died  for  such  sinners  as  I ; 
So  I'll  praise  and  give  glory  to  God  in  my  theme, 

For  his  infinite  unbounded  love; 
My  pardon  is  sealed,  and  the  means  I  esteem 

The  knowledge  which  came  from  above. 
3. 

Before  this  commission  was  to  me  made  known, 

I  knew  not  how  my  God  to  address ; 
When  I  pray'd  to  the  Father,  I  knew  not  the  Son, 

My  mind  was  always  in  distress ; 
His  merciful  Spirit  to  me  did  direct, 

In  a  mysterious  and  wonderful  way, 
The  hand  that  induced  it,  I  am  bound  to  respect. 

My  darkness  is  turn'd  into  day ; 
So  I'll  praise  and  give  glory  to  God  in  my  theme, 

For  his  infinite  unbounded  love; 

My  pardon  is  sealed,  and  the  means  I  esteem, 

The  knowledge  which  came  from  above. 

James  Dale, 
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TWENTY-SEVENTH  SONG. 
One  great  Eternal  God  there  is  we  own, 
Who  reign' d  from  all  eternity  alone ; 
Essential  one,  the  only  spring  above 
Of  joy,  of  pleasure,  and  eternal  love, 
2. 

Two  sacred  prophets.  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
Inspir'd  came  from  God's  imperial  throne, 
Unravelling  the  sacred  mystery 
Of  Christ,  one  God  triune,  but  never  three. 
3. 

Three  glorious  dispensations  now  we  find, 
Extant  on  earth,  to  which  is  reason  blind ; 
To  Adam's  seed  they're  given,  for  whose  sake 
The  mystery's  done  this,  threefold  cord  can'i 
break. 

4. 

Four  attributes  thereof  God  will  be, 
Rever'd  shove  to  all  eternity : 
Wisdom  and  power  will  apparent  shine, 
Justice  adore,  and  mercy  praise  divine. 

5. 

Five  books  did  Moses  write,  in  which  the  law 
He  well  expounded,  which  reason  keeps  in  awe 
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This  is  a  flaming  sword  has  caus'd  such  strife. 
To  guard  that  seed  still  from  the  tree  of  life. 
6. 

Six  points  of  worship  there  is,  which  to  believe, 
As  they're  laid  down  by  the  great  prophet  Reeve, 
Eternal  life  will  be  the  sure  reward, 
There  is  no  salvation  but  in  this  record. 
7. 

With  seven  churches  Asia  did  abound, 
In  which  the  true  and  living  God  was  found; 
Obscure  the  second,  did  one  God  declare, 
Which  now  the  third  has  manifested  clear. 
8. 

Eight  persons  did  the  great  eternal  God 
Preserve  from  the  impending  flood  ; 
Triumphant  rode,  for  new  increase  were  sav'd, 
While  the  whole  world  lay  in  one  watery  grave. 
9. 

Nine  months  the  great  Jehovah  lay  entomb'd, 
Obscure  lay  buried  in  the  virgin's  womb  ; 
No  God  there  was  in  heaven  or  earth,  till  he 
Appeared  essential  in  mortality. 

10. 

The  law  ten  sacred  precepts  did  contain, 
Which  reason  crav'd,  but  in  observance  vain, 
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Thinking  to  save  themselves  by  it  will  be, 
For  not  fulfilling,  damn'd  eternally. 

11. 

The  eleven  'met,  according  to  record, 
And  earnestly  in  prayer,  invok'd  the  Lord ; 
Two  lots  were  cast  for  one  instead  of  him, 
Whose  cup  now  full,  asunder  burst  with  sin. 
12. 

The  twelve  complete,  their  mission  did  receive, 
Impower'd  on  high,  the  Holy  Ghost  did  give ; 
Twelve  sorts  of  fruit  these  twelve  apostles  bore, 
Yet  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  did  all  adore. 

CONCLUSION. 

Mark  well  this  sun  dial  with,  a  single  eye, 
Observe,  my  friends,  what  truths  therein  do  lie, 
I  dedicate  to  you  all,  while  1  live, 
That  you,  with  me,  to  God  may  glory  give. 

James  Miller,  1738. 

TWENTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  ' Scots  wha  hae  wP  Wallace  bled.) 
Reeve  and  Muggleton  who  led 
The  sons  of  God,  and  have  them  fed. 
And  shew'd  who  was  the  Lamb  that  bled, 
To  gain  the  victory. 
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From  the  day  God  gave  them  power* 
Reason's  seed  would  them  devour, 
But  they  bound  them  down  that  hour. 
In  chains  and  slavery. 

2. 

When  the  Devils  they  did  rave, 

Great  Reeve  the  sentence  to  them  gave, 

Eternal  torments  they  will  have, 

And  God  shall  never  see ; 
But  when  1  their  writings  saw, 
Freedom's  sword  struck  me  with  awe, 
Free  I'll  stand,  or  free  I'll  fae,  (fall) 

Or  die  for  liberty. 

3. 

If  oppress'd  by  reason's  hand, 
Faithful  to  my  faith  I'll  stand  ; 
Faith  and  peace  go  hand  in  hand 

To  the  land  of  liberty ; 
Where  proud  reason  ne'er  shall  go, 
This  earth  will  be  their  place  of  woe., 
Burning  torments  undergo, 

And  never  shall  be  free. 

4. 

Then  all  those  who  do  believe 
In  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve> 
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A  crown  of  glory  will  receive, 

And  Christ  their  God  shall  see  ; 
This  will  be  the  all-saints  day, 
When  my  God  will  to  us  say, 
Come  ye  blessed,  come  away, 

And  live  eternally.        William  Cates. 

TWENTY-NINTH  SONG. 

COMMISSION  SONG. 

Hark  !  hark  !  1  hear  the  iUmighty's  voice, 
Saying,  4  John  Reeve,  I  have  made  choice 
Of  thee,  my  messenger  to  be, 
To  publish  secrets  hid  from  thee. 
Of  thee,  &c. 

2. 

And  to  assure  what  I  have  said, 
The  chiefest  judge  I  have  thee  made7 
My  mind  in  scripture  for  to  know, 
To  publish  it  to  saints  below.' 
My  mind,  &c. 

3. 

<  O  Lord,'  said  I,  e I  thee  desire 
Some  other  person  thou'lt  inspire  ; 
For  my  great  inability, 
Too  mean  thy  messenger  to  be  J 
For  my,  &c. 
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4. 

'  If  thou  refuseth  to  obey 
My  great  commands,  to  thee  I  say, 
Both  in  thy  body  thou  shalt  see, 
Curst  hell  and  blest  eternity.' 
Both  in,  &c. 

5. 

6  Then,  Lord/  said  I, '  I'll  thee  obey, 
With  thy  great  Spirit,  I  thee  pray, 
Thou'It  me  inspire,  that  I  may  be 
A  faithful  witness  unto  thee.' 
Thoul't  me,  &c. 

6. 

Then  said  the  Lord,  'it  shall  be  done, 
Go  take  thy  cousin  Muggleton, 
Him  I  declare  thy  mouth  to  be, 
And  a  high  priest  to  wait  on  tbee. 
Him  I,  &c. 

7. 

If  he  refuseth  to  obey 
My  sacred  message,  to  him  say, 
That  he  for  ever  be  accurst, 
That  God's  commands  refuseth  doth/ 
That  he,  &c. 
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8. 

Then  said  the  Lord,  and  spoke  it  soon, 
*  Go  take  thy  choice  companion, 
And  to  John  Tanee  strait  repair, 
And  seal  him  when  thou  comest  there. 
And  to,  &c. 

9. 

Now  I  command  thee,  swift  as  tide 
Take  Muggleton,  thy  faithful  guide, 
Go  to  new  Bridewell,  where  thou  will  see, 
The  Antichrist  that  opposeth  me. 
Go  to,  &c. 

10. 

And  when  thou  do  his  face  behold. 
Tell  him  from  me,  I've  heard  him  bold 
Against  me  broach  his  blaspheme, 
For  which  curse  him  eternally/ 
Against  me,  &c. 

M 

Next  motion  said,  ■  go  summons  all 
Those  cursed  lying  priests  of  Baal, 
And  know  by  what  authority 
False  incense  offer  d  up  to  me. 
And  know,  &c. 
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12. 

Bid  them  desist,  or  else  do  thou 
Show  them  my  fierce  and  angry  brow ; 
But  my  true  prophets  whom  I  send, 
My  favor's  with  them  to  the  end. 
But  my,  &c. 

13. 

Say,  who  sent  you  to  proclaim, 
Under  such  falsehoods,  my  great  name 
Therefore  desist— me  strait  ob.ey, 
Or  with  my  sword  I  will  thee  slay. 
Therefore  desist,  &c. 
14. 

Next  motion  said,  declare  to  all, 
Whose  ignorance  misguided  call 
Me  their  true  God— to  them  declare, 
Salvation  doth  to  them  appear. 
Me  their,  &c. 

m 

Then  first  declare  to  them  my  form 
And  nature,  which  is  yet  unknown ; 
My  form  a  spiritual  man  all  o'er, 
My  nature's  faith,  which  is  all  power. 
My  form,  &c. 


SONGS. 
16. 

in  me  their  God  where  ere  I  give. 
It  teacheth  duty  to  believe ; 
Make  them  to  know  my  dreadful  stroke> 
Unless  they  come  and  take  my  yoke. 
Make  them,  &c. 

17. 

Next  go  describe  the  Devil  plain, 
Whose  first  appearance  here  was  Cain, 
He  once  was  Lucifer  on  high, 
But  fell,  and  became  mortality. 
He  once,  &c. 

18. 

Then  shew  the  nature  of  my  throne, 
It's  spiritual  1  have  thee  shewn ; 
Likewise  the  angels'  nature  tell, 
It's  rational  thou  knowest  full  well. 
Likewise  the,  &c. 

19. 

Their  bodies  spiritual  declare. 
My  sacred  message  swift  to  bear, 
For  I  that  am  thy  God  can  do 
Wonders  as  yet  unknown  to  you, 
For  L  &c. 
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20. 

Then  tell  my  flock  their  souls  must  die, 
That  compounds  all  mortality; 
They  silent  sleep  until  the  day 
I  raise  them  to  immortal  ray. 
They  silent,  &c. 

21. 

Last,  tell  the  place  where  hell  shall  be, 
Its  nature,  torments,  fuelly ; 
This  earth,  where  they  their  sins  commit, 
Is  the  place  they  suffer  must  for  it. 
This  earth,  &c. 

22. 

Then  shall  their  bodies  be  their  hell, 
Their  cursed  spirits  the  Devil, 
Which  burnetii  with  such  horrid  flame, 
They'll  curse  for  to  provoke  their  pain. 
Which  burnetii,  &c. 

23. 

Bat  you,  my  flock/  say  to  the  blest, 
'  The  Lord,  by  me,  proclaim  your  rest 
With  him  for  ever  to  possess 
A  glorious  seat  of  happiness.' 
With  him,  &c. 
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Then,  praise  the  Lord,  all  you  that  own 
His  prophets  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
For  his  most  gracious  free  decree, 
Peculiar  you  his  saints  to  be. 

For  his,  &c.  J ohn  Ladd. 

THIRTIETH  SONG. 
(Tune,  6  The  Lillies  of  France;) 
All  praise  to  my  God,  and  his  prophets  I'll  sing, 
Since  they  unto  me  such  glad  tidings  did  bring; 
They  brought  me  from  death  unto  a  new  life, 
They  have  fill'd  me  with  joy,  and  have  banish'd 
all  strife. 
They  hrought,  &c. 

2. 

I  in  reason's  line  liv'd  many  a  day, 
And  unto  reason's  God,  I  oftimes  did  pray ; 
But  by  this  commission,  I  plainly  do  see, 
One  personal  God  is  sufficient  for  me. 
But  by,  &c. 

3. 

For  in  reason's  line  I  had  a  wounded  soul, 
But  by  faith  in  the  truth,  I  now  am  made  whole, 
So  let  reason  pray  unto  the  persons  three, 
Since  from  that  bondage  I  now  am  set  free. 
So  let,  &c. 
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4. 

My  joy  it  is  great,  and  my  peace  it  is  sound. 
Since  that  the  one  personal  God  I  have  found ; 
So  now  I'll  rejoice  all  the  rest  of  my  days. 
Since  that  my  prayers  are  all  turn'd  to  praise. 
So  now,  &c. 

'Tis  of  that  great  God,  who,  the  wine-press  lias 
trod, 

And  purchas'd  my  soul,  at  the  price  of  his  bl 
Which  by  faith  X  -see,  is  salvation  to  me, 
And  this  is  my  earnest  to  eternity. 
Which  by,  &c. 

Matthew  Hague, 

THIRTY- FIRST  SONG. 
All  dominion  and  glory 
Be  to  our  great  God, 
Who  hath  made  us  partakers 
Of  his  thurd  record ; 
The  knowledge  of  which 
Doth  make  us  rejoice  : 
That  he  of  his  clemency, 
Thus  should  make  choice, 
We  his  heirs  to  be. 
And  in  heaven  to  dwell 
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Beholding  his  glory, 
Which  do  all  things  excel. 
We  his,  &c. 
2. 

Oh !  the  heavenly  raptures, 
We  there  shall  possess, 
The  tongue  nor  the  pen 
Of  no  man  can  express  ; 
Since  the  love  of  our  God, 
To  us  is  made  known, 
Let  us  sing  hallelujah, 
To  his  heavenly  throne : 
And  whilst  we  are  here, 
Let  us  all  live  in  love, 
To  resemble  the  union 
We  shall  have  above. 

And  whilst,  &c. 
3. 

And  as  for  the  troubles 
We  here  must  endure, 
Let  this  be  our  comfort, 
Our  reward  is  sure  : 
For  what  we  here  suffer 
On  account  of  our  faith, 
Will  augment  to  our  glory, 
Then  let  us  rejoice 
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That  he,  by  his  prophets. 
To  us  hath  made  known, 
Both  his  form  and  his  nature. 
With  his  heavenly  throne. 
That  he,  &c. 
4. 

Likewise  the  right  Devil, 

They  also  unfold; 

With  the  place  of  his  torment, 

Which  none  never  could, 

In  this  our  dark  age, 

Discover  his  form, 

That  murdering  Cain 

Was  the  first  Devil  born, 

They  also  affirm, 

That  the  soul  it  must  die, 

And  be  raised  again 

To  immortality. 

They  also,  &c. 
5. 

The  nature  of  angels, 
Is  reason  all  pure ; 
This  we  certainly  know, 
And  likewise  are  sure. 
That  all  the  whole  world 
Doth  in  wickedness  lie, 
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O'erspread  with  blind  guides 
And  vain  falacy ; 
Who  are  striving  by  reason, 
The  scriptures  to  know, 
And  like  wandering  stars, 
They  run  to  and  fro. 
Who  are,  &o. 
6. 

Then  let  us  not  waver, 
But  still  stand  our  ground, 
Our  God  will  come  quickly. 
Our  foes  to  confound ; 
With  his  heavenly  host, 
True  judgment  to  give, 
On  the  seed  of  the  serpent, 
Whilst  we  that  believe 
Shall  stand  in  the  clouds, 
And  see  them  receive 
The  sentence  eternal, 
Which  none  can  reprieve. 
Shall  stand,  &c. 

John  Nicholls,  Sex. 


SONGS. 


THIRTY-SECOND  SONG. 
As  I  was  musing  all  alone 

On  great  eternity, 
Redeeming  love  so  bright  then  shone, 

Salvation  I  could  see, 
The  form  of  God  by  faith  I  see, 

His  nature  I  do  know ; 
This  is  eternal  life  to  me, 
This  is  eternal  life  to  me, 

As  prophets  great  do  show. 

2. 

A  formless  God,  without  a  head, 

Blind  reason  will  adore  ; 
This  is  a  God  will  serve  the  dead, 

But  faith  wants  something  more ; 
Tho7  in  distress  they  oft  have  cried, 

No  help  they  ever  found ; 
Their  God  as  yet  has  never  died, 
Their  God  as  yet  has  never  died, 

To  heal  the  serpent's  wound. 

3. 

O  wretched  man  who  dies  in  sin, 
What  horror  you  will  see ; 


SONGS.  95 

'Twere  well  for  you,  you  ne'er  had  been, 

To  know  such  misery : 
Should  you  weep  rivers  full  of  blood, 

No  comfort  could  you  find ; 
For  want  of  faith  in  my  God's  word, 
For  want  of  faith  in  my  God's  word, 
To  ease  their  troubled  mind. 
4. 

How  dreadful  is  the  stroke  of  death 

To  reason  here  below, 
When  he  does  loose  his  mortal  breath, 

And  into  silence  go ; 
But  with  the  faithful  'tis  not  so, 

The  face  of  God  they'll  see, 
When  in  his  glory  here  below, 
When  in  his  glory  here  below, 

He  sets  all  prisoners  free. 
5. 

Take  courage,  all  you  saints  in  love, 
And  for  your  sins  don't  weep  ; 

Eternal  life,  the  God  above 
In  silent  death  did  sleep ; 

He  left  his  great  divine  abode, 
The  lofty  heaven's  high; 
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Immortal  man  there  sat  as  God, 
Immortal  man  there  sat  as  God, 
While  God  as  man  did  die. 
6. 

God's  justice  it  was  wroth  with  sin, 

Which  none  e'er  could  atone, 
All  must  in  silent  death  have  been, 

If  God  had  not  come  down, 
And  kept  the  law,  which  none  could  do, 

Justice  to  satisfy, 
For  Adam's  seed,  'tis  very  true, 
For  Adam's  seed,  'tis  very  true, 

Whom  sin  had  caused  to  die. 

Boyer  Glover. 


THIRTY-THIRD  SONG. 
Before  I  viewed  this  glorious  mission, 

Which  the  Lord  of  life  did  send, 
I  was  in  a  lost  condition, 

Knew  not  how  my  life  to  spend. 
1  was,  &c. 
2. 

I  implor'd  the  Lord  of  heaven, 
To  relieve  me  in  distress ; 
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Still  to  me  no  comfort  given, 
No  regard,  nor  no  redress. 
Still  to,  &c. 
3. 

When  perusing  on  the  letter, 

Which  I  oft  times  did  survey, 
Still  my  soul  was  ne'er  the  better, 
For,  alas !  I  lost  my  way. 
Still  my,  &c, 
4. 

Then  in  scenes  of  sad  dejection, 

Fearing  that  my  soul  might  dwell, 
Thus  in  shades  of  dark  reflections, 
I  was  teazM  with  fears  of  hell. 
Thus  in,  &c. 
5. 

Thus  was  reason  ever  creeping, 

All  my  senses  to  invade, 
For  my  faith  lay  then  asleeping, 

And  no  reply  to  reason  made. 
For  my,  &c. 

6. 

Now  whilst  reason  was  existing, 
Conscience  was  his  whole  abode, 
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Said  the  outward  form  subsisting, 
Was  the  way  to  worship  God. 
Said  the,  &c. 
7. 

Then  to  homage  with  the  devil, 
Dress'd  up  artful  in  disguise, 
I,  alas !  did  bow  to  evil, 

Thinking  there  to  gain  the  prize. 
I,  alas !  &c. 
8. 

I  to  duty  was  so  zealous, 

Lest  my  God  I  should  offend ; 
Reason's  righteousness  was  jealous. 
Lest  I  should  with  him  contend. 
Reason,  &c. 
9. 

I  oft  wished  my  life  defeated, 

That  my  soul  to  heaven  might  fly. 
But,  alas !  how  I  was  cheated, 
When  I  found  my  soul  must  die. 
But,  alas !  &c. 
10. 

Faith  and  reason  soon  commanded. 
Both  their  forces  to  appear, 
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Reason's  army  soon  disbanded, 
Faith  alone  did  him  cashier. 
Reason's  army,  &c. 
11. 

Reason's  flocks  I  then  viewed  feeding. 

Under  heavy  burdens  led  ; 
"When  the  letter  they  are  reading, 
;Tis  but  husks  on  which  they're  fed. 
When,  &c. 

12. 

View  the  world  in  all  its  splendour, 

Hypocrites  that  hold  in  scorn ; 
Faith  was  never  their  commander, 
They  are  cursed  reason  born. 
Faith  was,  &c« 
13. 

Reason  are  those  swine  a  feeding, 

They  their  bellies  make  their  God, 
Wars  and  bloodshed  they  are  breeding, 
Hell  eternal's  their  abode. 
Wars  and,  &c. 
14. 

Blessed  be  that  glorious  morning, 
Blessed  be  the  hour  when  I 
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Saw  the  clay  star  me  adorning, 
Blessed  to  all  eternity. 
Saw  the,  &c. 
15. 

It's  the  rock  of  my  salvation. 

It's  my  castle  and  my  shield, 
It's  divine  pure  adoration, 

It's  the  bread  of  life  reveal' d. 
It's,  &c. 

16. 

It's  those  joys  that  so  resplended, 
In  those  mansions  so  profound, 
Pleasures  that  are  never  ending, 
When  with  glory  we  are  crown'd. 
Pleasures,  &c. 
17. 

In  sweet  elevated  mountain, 
His  eternal  love  we'll  sing, 
He's  our  light,  our  life,  our  fountain, 
He's  our  dear  redeeming  king. 
He's  our,  &c. 

Thomas  Scupholme. 


THIRTY-FOURTH  SONG. 
Come  all  you  that  are  dry, 
And  in  love  now  draw  nigh, 
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For  to  drink  of  the  infinite  fountain ; 
Do  but  step  in  the  pool, 
And  the  law  will  be  cool, 

When  you're  wash'd  in  that  infinite  foun- 
tain. 

Do  but,  &c. 
2. 

God's  prophets  do  shew? 
That  the  blood  which  did  flow 

From  God's  side,  is  that  infinite  fountain ; 
And  your  souls  it  will  clean, 
If  by  faith  you  have  seen 

That  glorious  and  immortal  fountain. 
And  your,  &c. 
3. 

If  your  souls  they  are  red, 
And  with  sin  almost  dead, 

You  will  live,  if  you  drink  of  that  foun- 
tain ; 

'  Tis  a  water  that's  pure, 
And  your  souls  are  secure, 

When  you're  wash'd  in  God's  blood,  that 
red  fountain. 

'Tis  a;  M 
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4. 

Let  us  set  aside  strife 
While  we  are  in  this  life, 

And  think  of  the  love  of  that  fountain ; 
For  the  God  of  all  love, 
Came  down  from  above, 
That  his  blood  might  become  a  pure  foun- 
tain. 

For  the,  &c. 
5. 

Now  the  water  is  free, 
To  all  those  that  can  see, 

That  God's  blood  is  an  infinite  fountain ; 
Tho'  the  devils  at  strife, 
Conquer  d  eternal  Hfe, 

Yet  they  never  can  dry  up  that  fountain. 
Tho'  the,  &c. 
6. 

My  experience  can  tell, 
That  it  extirpates  hell 

In  a  soul  when  it  drinks  of  that  fountain  ; 
When  by  faith  I  did  fly, 
Into  eternity, 

Then  my  soul  it  was  wash'd  in  that  foun- 
tain. 

When  by,  &c. 
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7. 

When  Christ  he  here  died, 
The  blood  flow'd  from  his  side, 

And  did  witness  the  death  of  that  foun- 
tain ; 

And  when  Christ  he  was  dead, 
The  Almighty  God  bled ; 

What  a  scene  was  the  death  of  that 
fountain ! 

And  when,  &c. 
8. 

How  the  devils  did  shake, 
When  they  felt  the  earthquake, 

In  their  souls,  at  the  death  of  that  foun- 
tain ; 

When  the  sun  did  appear, 
Like  sackcloth  of  hair, 

At  the  death  of  that  infinite  fountain. 
When  the,  &c. 

9. 

The  Apostles,  'tis  clear, 
Did  very  much  fear, 

And  they  niourn'd  for  the  loss  of  that 
fountain ; 
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But  when  God  did  arise, 
It  did  them  much  surprise ; 
Thomas  cried,  here's- that  infinite  fountain. 
But  when,  &e. 
10. 

And  when  they  did  him  know, 
How  their  spirits  did  glow 

At  the  sight  of  that  infinite  fountain 
And  when  Christ  soar'd  above, 
He  sent  down  in  his  love, 

The  Holy  Ghost  from  that  infinite  foun- 
tain. 

And  when,  &e. 

11; 

x\nd  when  they  did  receive. 
They  as  freely  did  give 

Of  the  wTine  that  they  drew  from  that 
fountain  ; 
And  declar  d  by  the  word 
Of  an  Almighty  God. 

All  should  live  that  did  drink  of  that 
fountain. 

And  declar  d,  &c. 
12. 

Those  that  did  believe, 
They  did  power  receive. 
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For  to  lay  down  their  lives  for  that  foun- 
tain; 

When  their  lives  they  laid  down, 
They  were  sure  of  a  crown, 

By  the  blood  of  that  infinite  fountain. 
When  their,  &c. 
13. 

And  by  the  third  record, 
We  do  know  that  the  Lo^d 

Jesus  Christ  is  that  infinite  fountain; 
And  in  love  now  let  us  join, 
To  sing  praises  divine 

To  our  God  that  great  infinite  fountain. 
And  in  love,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

THIRTY-FIFTH  SONG. 
Hail!  blessed  dawn,  all  hail!  we  sing, 

Distinguished  glorious  day ; 
When  heaven's  great  immortal  king, 
This  record  did  display. 
This  record,  &c. 
2, 

In  fifty-one,  that  happy  year, 
This  truth  began  to  shine  ; 
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His  last  two  prophets  then  appeared 
With  tidings  all  divine. 

With  tidings,  &c. 
3. 

Come,  rapturd  saints,  rejoice  with  me 

Admire  redeeming  love ; 
For  it  is  by  love  alone  I  see, 
Our  God  came  from  above. 
Our  God,  &c. 
4. 

Oh!  heart,  amazing,  matchless  worth 

To  which  there's  no  compare ; 
Jehovah  great  was  born  on  earth, 
An  helpless  infant  there. 
An  helpless,  &c. 
5. 

Infiniteness!  oh!  wond'rous  strange  ! 

Did  finite  like  become ; 
Let  us  adore  his  glorious  change^ 
'Twas  God  became  a  son. 
?Twas  God,  &c. 
6. 

O,  could  my  soul  know  how  to  trace, 
With  sympathetic  woe, 
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His  toils  amongst  tliat  cursed  race, 
Whilst  journeying  here  below. 

Whilst  journeying,  &c. 
7. 

Who  can  his  mighty  sorrows  know, 

Or  who  the  grief  can  tell, 
Which  Christ,  our  God,  did  undergo, 
To  save  his  seed  from  hell. 
To  save,  &c. 
•  8. 
Submissive  he  resign' d  his  breath 

Unto  the  victors  power, 
By  which  he  was  the  death  of  death, 
That  very  self-same  hour. 
That  very,  &c. 
9. 

Now  death  to  us  has  lost  its  sting, 

No  more  the  grave  can  boast; 
We  shall  ascend  with  heaven's  king, 
The  mighty  Lord  of  hosts. 
The  mighty,  &c. 
10. 

To  Father,  Son  and  Spirit  too, 
That  great  and  glorious  One, 
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By  faith  in  Jesus  Christ  we  view 
Who  did  this  work  alone. 
Who  did,  &c. 

Miller, 


THIRTY-SIXTH  SONG. 
In  a  virgin,  God  intombed 
In  his  burning  glory  bright; 
Yet  the  virgin  unconsumed, 
Vail'd  this  great  eternal  light : 
Clothed  with  flesh,  blood  and  bone, 
God  here  was  born  a  son, 
And  vail'd  eternity  in  night. 
Clothed  with,  &c. 
2. 

Now,  behold  a  matchless  wonder, 
God  an  infant  pure  was  born, 
Spotless  flesh  did  keep  him  under, 
Former  glory  veil'd  and  gone; 
No  reason's  gold  had  he, 
No  ruling  majesty, 
But  like  a  subject  all  forlorn. 
No  reasons,  &c. 
3. 

His  vicegerents  did  protect  him, 
And  did  keep  him  from  all  harm ; 
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Reason  often  did  reject  him, 
Tho'  he  often  did  them  charm ; 
When  they  his  wonders  see, 
Then  they  amazed  would  be, 
But  knew  not  what  did  them  alarm. 
When  they,  &c. 
4. 

When  he  had  all  things  fulfilled, 
Which  he  did  come  here  to  do, 
Then  by  devils  he  was  killed ; 
How  in  wrath  their  malice  flew, 
Filled  with  envy  and  strife, 
They  slew  the  Lord  of  life, 
And  filled  their  fathers  cup  anew. 
Filled  with,  &c. 

5. 

How  their  malice  it  extended, 
When  they  took  him  from  the  tree, 
That  devil  whom  God  never  offended, 
Him  did  pierce  unjust  we  see; 
But  when  he  has  made  known, 
God  died  in  that  son, 
Oh !  what  a  horror  it  will  be. 
But  when,  &c. 
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Bright  will  be  that  glorious  morning, 
When  God  does  to  judgment  come ; 
Bright  will  be  that  glorious  dawning, 
Of  that  great  eternal  Son ; 
That  head  with  thorns  once  crown'd, 
Bright  glories  will  surround, 
And  streams  of  joy  will  through  us  run. 
That  head,  &c. 
7. 

Look,  lost  souls,  for  your  redemption, 
See  your  Maker  on  a  tree  ; 
Bleeding  there  without  relention, 
From  grim  death  to  set  you  free ; 
Think  of  his  boundless  love, 
How  he  came  from  above, 
And  left  his  blest  eternity. 
Think  of,  &c. 

8. 

God  himself  was  a  great  winner, 
When  by  devils  he  was  slain ; 
And  mortal  man,  a  wretched  sinner, 
By  God's  death  did  life  obtain, 


SONGS.  Ill 

Eternal  life  so  sure, 
By  his  God's  blood  so  pure ; 
That  crimson  dye  has  washed  sin's  stain. 
Eternal  life,  &c. 
9. 

O,  how  blest  is  our  condition, 
Who  by  faith  now  lives  to  see, 
How  God  gave  John  Reeve  commission, 
From  sin's  wound  to  set  us  free ; 
Freed  from  mount  Sinai's  strife, 
To  feed  on  mount  Sion's  life, 
The  soul  of  God  eternally. 
Freed  from,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

THIRTY-SEVENTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  'The  Queen  of  the  May/) 

How  blest  is  that  soul  who  from  death  is  set  free, 
Whose  sins  with  its  Saviour  were  nailed  to  a  tree, 
When  mighty  Jehovah  resigned  his  breath, 
And  freed  him  from  power  of  eternal  death. 
And  freed,  &c. 

2. 

This,  none  but  a  God  of  all  glory  could  do. 
By  conquering  him  that  did  all  things  subdue  ; 
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He  burst  thro'  death's  bands  his  own  seed  to  set 
free, 

That  they  might  reign  with  him  to  all  eternity. 
That  they,  &c. 

3. 

W  hat  tho'  the  condition  of  my  God  was  changed, 
His  eternal  spirit  remained  the  same ; 
This  freely  did  offer  which  did  death  destroy, 
"Twas  infinite  power;  what  could  it  annoy? 
'Twas,  &c. 

4. 

Behold,  elect  jewels,  your  Saviour  who  died. 
And  for  your  transgressions  death's  pangs  did 
abide ; 

And  now  your  salvation  to  you  hath  made  known, 
Sing  praise  to  Christ  Jesus  who  is  God  alone. 
Sing  praise,  &c. 

Thomas  Perry. 

THIRTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 
O  death,  where  is  thy  dreadful  sting  ? 

Grave,  where  thy  victory  ? 
Since  God  salvation  down  did  bring, 

And  for  lost  souls  did  die ; 
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For  when  Christ  was  by  devils  slain, 

The  victim  then  did  die  ; 
But  when  he  rose  to  life  again, 

He  gain'd  all  victory. 

2. 

Here  death,  your  mighty  power  fell, 

Though  you  so  boldly  trod, 
And  trampled  down  in  silent  hell, 

The  very  soul  of  God ; 
Though  you  a  moment  here  did  reign, 

When  God  for  us  did  die, 
When  he  arose  to  life  again, 

You  lost  the  victory. 

3. 

The  sharpness  of  your  sting  is  sin, 

The  strength  of  sin  the  law; 
But  God  no  reason  had  in  him, 

So  no  corruption  saw  ; 
But  like  a  mighty  lion  bold, 

His  power  for  to  try, 
He  brake  your  chain,  too  weak  to  hold, 

And  gain'd  the  victory. 

,  4. 

For  when  that  God  rose  from  the  grave, 
'  All  power  now  says  he, 
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'  My  lost  elect  mankind  to  save, 

Is  given  unto  me  ; 
My  very  soul  in  blood  has  trod, 

My  wrath  to  satisfy ; 
And  now  I  am  a  conquering  God, 

In  power  and  victory. 

5. 

'  Three  nights  and  days  my  soul  did  lay 

Within  thy  jaws,  O  death : 
But  longer  you  could  not  me  stay ; 

1  re-assumed  new  breath, 
For  to  fulfil  my  word  so  great, 

Which  I  spoke  when  on  high, 
I  quickened  from  that  latent  state, 

And  gained  all  victory. 

6. 

tf  For  when  that  my  first  image  fell, 

Your  power  fast  him  bound, 
You  brought  him  down  to  silent  hell 

And  sorely  him  did  wound; 
But  I  a  gracious  promise  made, 

To  him  that  I  would  die, 
And  when  my  soul  in  death  had  laid, 

I'd  rise  in  victory. 
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7. 

'  x\nd  now,  grim  death,  you  are  subject 

Unto  my  mighty  power, 
And  I  will  call  forth  my  elect, 

At  my  appointed  hour ; 
At  my  command  you  11  disappear, 

You  at  my  word  shall  fly, 
And  when  my  glorious  voice  they  hear, 

They'll  rise  in  victory/ 
8. 

Since  God  had  such  a  promise  made, 

What  need  we  for  to  fear, 
For  when  our  souls  in  death  are  laid, 

There  endeth  all  our  care ; 
The  word  of  God  it  doth  suffice, 

Since  he  resides  on  high, 
He'll  call  us  forth  to  endless  joys, 

And  give  us  victory. 

Boyer  Glover, 

THIRTY-NINTH  SONG, 
Cease,  my  soul,  no  more  perplex, 
Thy  faith  is  on  Jesus  fix'd; 
He  is  thy  salvation  true, 
Fear  not  what  vain  man  can  do ; 
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Tho'  a  mighty  prince  he  be, 
What  signifies  that  to  thee ; 
If  persecution  it  should  come, 
Faith  says  c  Lord  thy  will  be  done.5 

If  earthly  crowns  before  thee  lie, 
Wouldst  thou  for  them  thy  God  deny  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  death  much  rather  chuse, 
Than  thy  salvation  for  to  lose  ? 
Or  if  a  fire  was  prepared, 
Faith  could  never  be  afraid, 
But  with  raptures  singing  say, 
'  My  dear  God,  I  come  to  thee.' 

3. 

But  all  their  father's  subtil  wit, 
Cannot  act,  without  permit ; 
Tho'  they  without  number  be, 
God  from  all  can  set  me  free ; 
Then  can  God's  elect  be  afraid? 
They  have  alone  the  Saviour's  aid ; 
Put  the  Lord's  armour  on, 
Enemies  thou  shalt  overcome. 

Thomas  Perry. 
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FORTIETH  SONG. 
(Tune,  e  My  fond  Shepherd  of  late  are  so  blest.') 

How  blest  and  how  happy  am  I, 

Who  from  eternal  death  am  set  free ; 

My  hours,  my  hours,  serenely  pass  by, 
For  I  am  one  of  God's  elect  I  see. 
2. 

Hail !  blessed  and  glorious  three  days, 
In  which  a  commission  was  given ; 
My  soul  can  rejoice,  and  sing  praise,  and  sing 
praise, 

For  transcendant  news  sent  from  heaven. 
3. 

How  beautiful  are  those  divine  feet, 

Which  glad  tidings  of  joy  here  do  bring, 

The  news  of  salvation  so  sweet,  so  sweet, 
From  Christ,  our  most  glorious  king. 
4. 

Now  I  know  who  it  was  for  me  did  die, 
'Twas  no  less  than  the  eternal  God ; 

A  spear  there  was  thrust  in  his  side,  in  his  side, 
When  alone  here  the  wine-press  he  trod. 
5. 

Then  forthwith  blood  and  water  did  come, 
When  the  wound  in  his  dear  side  was  made ; 
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Which  proves  that  God  died  in  the  Son,  in  the 
Son, 

When  his  vesture  with  blood  was  mad  e  red. 
6. 

Then  he  bowed  his  glorious  head  and  did  die, 

Our  debts  then  he  fully  did  pay, 
He,  his  justice  did  then  satisfy,  satisfy, 

And  gained  us  an  eternal  day. 

7. 

By  faith,  my  dear  God,  I  have  seen 

On  the  cross  in  bitter  agony ; 
My  soul  in  his  blood  is  wash'd  clean,  is  wash'd 
clean, 

And  I  shall  live  eternally. 

8. 

Christ  Jesus,  thou  joy  of  my  soul, 

What  sorrow  and  pain  thou  went  through, 

And  all  to  make  thine  elect  whole,  elect  whole, 
All  glory  and  praise  is  thy  due. 

9. 

My  dear  God  he  will  come  once  again, 

And  raise  me  to  glory  on  high ; 
Then  eternal  praise  I  shall  sing,  I  shall  sing, 

To  his  transcendant  bright  majesty. 

Rebecca  Batt. 
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FORTY-FIRST  SONG. 
O  Glorious  day  which  once  more  does  salute  us, 
We  will  thy  hours  in  praises  spend ; 
Wherein  God's  mystery  did  end, 
Which  in  sixteen  hundred,  fifty  and  one  was  given 
To  two  phrophets  of  renown, 
John  Reeve,  the  great;  and  Muggieton. 
2. 

The  third,  and  last  record  on  earth,  is  extant ; 
No  more  there'll  be  to  man  below  ; 
And  this  the  seed  of  faith  doth  know ; 
For  spiritual  principalities  and  powers, 
So  high  exalted  were  brought  down 
By  Reeve,  the  great;  and  Muggieton. 

3. 

Witness  John  Robins,  that  mighty  prince  of  de- 
vils ; 

Who  with  lying  signs  appeared, 
Which  poor  deluded  souls  received, 
To  their  ruin  here,  and  hereafter; 
But  his  power  did  bow  down, 
To  Reeve,  the  great ;  and  Muggieton. 

4. 

And  Tane  too,  exalted  up  to  heaven, 
Was,  by  them,  brought  down  to  hell  ; 
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This  the  saints  do  know  full  well, 
Because  they're  left  behind,  by  them  recorded ; 
And  now  those  powers  few  do  own, 
Since  damn'd  by  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
5. 

What  havock  has  been  made,  what  woeful  sad 

destruction, 
Among  their  followers  here  below ; 
Ranters  and  Quakers  this  do  know, 
For  which  their  curs'd  reason's  so  enraged  ; 
That  had  they  power,  they'd  kill  all  who  own, 
John  Reeve,  the  great;  and  Muggleton. 
6. 

But  by  this  last  and  spiritual  commission, 
All  their  power  does  decline ; 
And  the  law  too  does  combine 
Against  them  to  protect  what  is  against  their  na- 
tures ; 

Saints,  I  mean,  who  now  do  own, 
John  Reeve,  the  great ;  and  Muggleton. 

7. 

Then  Muggletonians,  all  sing  praises  to  Christ 
Jesus, 

For  he  is  God,  and  only  he— 
This  alone,  by  faith  we  see  : 
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For  reason  cannot  know  the  deep  and  hidden  se- 
crets, 

Which  all  of  this  faith  do  own, 

By  Reeve,  the  great;  and  Muggleton. 

8. 

And  now  since  they're  dead,  and  in  the  dust  are 
lying, 

And  we,  alone,  can  judgment  give; 

Let  us,  like  true  believers  live  ; 

And  when  we  find  that  reason  is  blaspheming, 

Let  us  pronounce  their  final  doom, 

The  rule  of  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

9. 

Why  should  we  not,  while  in  this  world  remain- 
ing, 

Strive  our  talents  to  improve ; 

Those  that  believe,  embrace  in  love ; 

Those  that  despise,  to  death  that's  ever  dying, 

By  the  sentence,  cast  them  down ; 

The  rule  of  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

10. 

Can  we  do  too  much  for  his  eternal  glory, 
Who  has  been  pleased  to  let  us  know 
Our  own  salvation  here  below ; 
If  so  then,  be  not  slack  his  will  in  executing ; 
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But  on  devils  pass  their  doom, 
The  rule  of  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

11. 

Now  to  the  Lord  of  Lords,  Christ  Jesus,  our  re- 
deemer, 

Let  us  in  sacred  anthems  join, 

And  in  songs  of  praise  divine, 

His  holy  name  extol  throughout  all  ages, 

Since  by  him,  we  are  made  to  own, 

John  Reeve,  the  great;  and  Muggleton. 

James  Miller. 

FORTY-SECOND  SONG. 
(Tune,  i  Cassias  and  Pompey  was  both  of  them  hated/) 

My  heart  is  as  light  as  a  bird  in  the  spring, 
And  God's  divine  praise  I  will  cheerfully  sing; 
I  am  assur'd  for  me  he  did  die, 
For  which  I  shall  praise  him  to  eternity ; 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning. 
We  shall  see  God  in  a  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 

2. 

Our  God  he  will  certainly  call  us  from  death, 
And  cause  us  to  breathe  there  an  immortal  breath ; 
His  bright  burning  glory  will  cause  the  first 
dawning, 
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When  in  his  love  he  calls  us  in  that  morning ; 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
They  11  none  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 

3. 

We  have  God's  royal  word,  which  there's  nought 

can  impede ; 
He  died  on  a  cross,  for  our  sins  he  did  bleed ; 
He  sent  forth  two  prophets,  this  secret  to  tell, 
That  he  by  his  death  has  redeem' d  us  from  hell : 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &e. 

4. 

When  we  are  oppressed  we  soar  up  on  high, 
There  drink  of  a  fountain  which  ne'er  can  be  dry; 
Its  virtues  I  now  by  experience  can  tell ; 
It  extirpates  death,  and  the  fear  of  dark  hell ; 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  on  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho'  &c. 

5. 

Blind  reason  does  think,  that  our  God  he  shall 
see, 

When  that  he  does  raise  him  in  eternity; 
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But  guilt  in  their  souls,  it  will  quite  veil  that 
dawning, 

When  that  they  are  rais'd  in  that  dreadful  morn- 
ing; 

And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
It  will  be  to  me  a  bright  glorious  morning. 
And  tho'  &c. 

6. 

If  God  in  his  love  had  not  died  for  my  sin, 
A  captive  in  death,  I  for  ever  had  been ; 
But  to  my  comfort,  I  see  I'm  set  free, 
And  surely  with  God,  I  for  ever  shall  be  : 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 

.7. 

How  great  was  God's  love  to  come  down  here 
and  die, 

For  to  attain  power  to  raise  us  on  high ; 
While  devils  in  darkness  beneath  here  wTill  cry, 
Because  in  their  father  they  fell  from  on  high  : 
And  tho7  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 
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A  dry  burning  sand  they  will  have  for  their  bed, 
Tho'  always  dying,  yet  ne'er  will  be  dead ; 
Their  cursed  blasphemy  the  law  will  be  fore- 
warning, 

When  that  they  are  rats' d  on  that  dreadful  morn- 
ing : 

And  tho?  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
It  will  be  to  me  a  bright  glorious  morning. 
x\nd  tho',  &c. 

9. 

I  am  joyfully  feeding  on  that  daily  bread, 
The  flesh  of  my  God,  which  for  me  once  was 
dead ; 

And  of  his  coming  I  have  such  a  warning, 
I  am  always  longing  for  that  glorious  morning : 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 

10. 

The  malice  of  devils  to  us  it  is  great, 
The  faithful  their  fathers  in  time  past  did  hate  ; 
Nay,  when  that  our  God  he  came  from  on  high, 
Curst  devils  they  caused  his  soul  for  to  die  j 
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And  tho',  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 

11. 

But  their  weak  power  him  could  not  detain. 
For  on  the  third  day  he  did  rise  up  again  ; 
And  now  he  reigneth  in  glory  on  high, 
Where  we  shall  live  with  him  to  eternity  : 
And  tho'  this  truth  many  devils  are  scorning, 
We  shall  see  God  in  that  glorious  morning. 
And  tho',  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

FORTY-THIRD  SONG. 
While  the  herdsmen  swine  are  feeding, 
With  their  worship  factions  breeding; 
Causing  envy,  noise  and  strife  ; 
All  strangers  to  the  way  of  life. 

Causing  envy,  &c. 

2. 

But  the  Muggletonian's  grounded, 
In  the  worship  God  has  founded, 
Seeks  no  more,  hut  sits  secure; 
He  knows  his  God,  and  he  is  sure. 
Seeks  no  more,  &c. 
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3. 

While  blind  guides  about  do  wandep, 
Pinch' d  and  starv'd  with  spiritual  hunger, 
Seeks  the  cleanest  paths  for  rest ; 
Tho'  there,  they  still  are  more  perplex'd. 
Seeks  the,  &c. 

4. 

But  the  Muggletonian  knoweth 
What  true  peace  the  soul  affordeth, 
Rests  contented  all  his  days, 
Because  his  prayers  are  turn'd  to  praise. 
Rests  contented,  &c. 
5. 

While  these  letter-mongers  bawling, 
Three  and  one,  when  none's  their  calling  ; 
For  their  God  has  ne'er  a  head, 
But  that's  a  God  will  serve  the  dead. 
But  their,  &c. 

6. 

But  the  Muggletonian,  making 
Christ  his  God,  his  faith  unshakinsr, 
Knows  he's  safe,  while  Christ's  his  friend ; 
No  other  God  will  serve  his  end. 
Knows  he's,  &c. 
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7. 

While  these  vagabonds  are  teaching, 
And  an  unknown  God  are  preaching, 
Instead  of  giving  hearers  food, 
They  under-handed  suck  their  blood* 
Instead  of,  &c. 

S. 

But  the  Muggletonians  proffer, 
All  true  bread,  which  none  can  offer, 
Freely  give  that  heavenly  food, 
To  save  their  souls,  and  know  their  God. 
Freely  give,  &c. 

9. 

While  these  bastard  pulpit  roarers, 
Devils  incarnate,  spiritual  whorers, 
With  damnation  scares  the  meek, 
And  squeezes  money  from  the  weak. 
With  damnation,  &c. 
10. 

But  the  Muggletonian  s  notion, 
Knows  damnation  is  their  portion, 
Bound  in  everlasting  chains, 
Till  hell  has  being  where  they  remain. 
Bound  in,  &c. 
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11. 

These  the  wolves  are,  in  sheep's  clothin 
Which  devour  all  before  them, 
Loves  public  greetings,  and  at  feasts 
The  parson  is  the  head  of  guests.  , 
Loves  public,  &c. 

12. 

These,  the  thieves  are,  and  the  robbers, 
Which  the  scriptures  plain  discovers ; 
And  for  money  they  will  paint 
The  very  devil  like  a  saint. 
And  for,  &c. 

13. 

Truth  they  hate,  'cause  it  discovers 
What  they  are,  of  what  they're  lovers, 
Those  saint-like,  yet  'tis  plain, 
The  scripture  makes  a  trade  for  gain. 
Those  saint-like,  &c. 
14. 

But  when  Christ,  in  flames  descending, 
Hosts  of  angels  bright  attending, 
Will  this  firmament  divide, 
And  on  the  clouds  in  glory  ride. 
Will  this,  &c. 

F 
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15. 

Where  will  then  pretended  teachers, 
Or  the  sin-absolving  preachers 
Then  appear,  for  they  can't  face 
Our  glorious  God  that  has  a  face. 
Then  appear,  &c. 

16. 

Where  will  then  their  saints  retire, 
But  with  them  into  hell-fire  ? 
For  on  earth  our  God  they  scorn' d, 
Because  he  had  a  glorious  form. 
For  on  earth,  &c. 

17. 

Then  in  fear,  for  mountains  calling, 
But  none  then,  will  mind  their  bawling, 
Hell's  begun,  they  feel  the  rod, 
And  fain  would  hide  themselves  from  God. 
Hell's  begun,  &c. 

18. 

But  all's  over ;  no  more  scarlet, 
Will  bedeck  a  scrrpture  varlet ; 
But  to  hell ;  oh,  dire  disgrace ! 
And  there  to  have  the  hottest  place. 
But  to,  &c. 
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19. 

While  poor  Adam's  seed  ascending, 
With  their  shouts  the  heavens  rending, 
Swift  as  thought  to  Christ  repair, 
And  meet  their  Saviour  in  the  air. 
Swift  as,  &c. 

20. 

Then  the  lights  of  this  creation, 
Which  were  made  for  time's  duration, 
Will  no  longer  give  their  light, 
But  vanish  in  eternal  night, 
Will  no,  &c. 

21. 

Endless  horror,  perturbation, 
And  eternal  dissolution, 
Then  will  hypocrites  attend, 
In  racking  torments,  without  end. 
Then  will,  &c. 

22. 

"While  the  saints  their  God  surrounding, 
Feel  eternal  joys  abounding, 
With  their  king  ascend  above, 
To  realms  of  everlasting  love. 
With  their,  &c< 

James  Miller. 
f2 
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FORTY-FOURTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  'Stilja,  darling  of  the  Muses.') 
Praises  to  my  Maker's  glory, 

Great  immortal,  only  king, 
Deeds  which  fill  the  secret  story, 

Let  my  muse  attempt  to  sing ; 
While  my  soul  with  wonder  traces, 

All  thy  attributes  divine, 
All  thy  goodness,  all  thy  mercies, 

Which  in  thee,  I  find  combine. 
2. 

Love  and  joy,  and  admiration, 

In  my  breast  alternate  rise ; 
Who  can  view  thy  great  creation, 

Unastonish'd  with  surprise ! 
Man  adorn  d  with  all  perfection, 

Plac'd  in  heavenly  paradise, 
Thence  he  fell  by  thy  permission, 

That  he  might  more  glorious  rise. 
3. 

Death  o'er  all  had  reign'd  triumphant, 
Adam  sinn'd,  and  all  must  die ; 

But  from  mercy  most  abundant, 
Thou  descendest  from  on  high ; 
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Man  in  all,  but  sin  excepted, 

Thou  for  our  sakes  didst  become, 

Leaving  heaven,  to  be  directed 
By  thy  guardians,  in  thy  room. 
4. 

Wondrous  strange,  amazing  wonder! 

The  eternal  Godhead  died; 
Thereby  sin  and  death  got  under ; 

He  resplendant  does  arise  ; 
Saints  and  cherubs  now  uniting, 

Sing  a  new  song  in  his  praise ; 
In  a  theme  that's  so  delighting, 

Let  us  mortals  join  our  lays. 

George  Hermitage. 

FORTY-FIFTH  SONG. 
Oh  !  praise  the  Lord  my  raptur  d  soul, 

His  mercy  is  great  to  thee, 
Who  from  Egyptian  darkness  brought 

Me  heavenly  light  to  see; 
Long  in  false  worship  I  was  lost, 

Guided  by  my  blind  zeal ; 
An  idol  worshipped  for  a  God, 

That  my  soul  could  not  heal. 
That  my  soul,  &c. 
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2. 

No  other  God  I  there  could  find  ; 

But  praise  to  thee  alone, 
Who  sent  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 

Thine  elect  to  call  home ; 
By  them  the  shepherd's  voice  I  heard, 

And  I,  a  poor  lost  sheep, 
Was  brought  unto  the  bar  of  God, 
Before  his  judgment  seat. 
Before  his,  &c. 
3. 

Justly  condemn' d,  God  justified, 

Oh !  there  I  trembling  stood ; 
There's  nought  could  heal  my  wounded  soul*, 

But  his  most  precious  blood  ; 
Which  to  attain  I  knew  not  how, 

Because  of  my  great  guilt, 
Till  prostrated  I  cried,  'Lord 

Do  with  me  as  thou  wilt/ 
Do  with  me,  &c. 
4. 

The  Lord  accepts  my  contrite  heart, 

No  more  an  angry  judge ; 
He  then  appears  to  me  in  love, 

And  heals  me  with  his  blood; 
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Without  which  from  eternal  death, 

There's  none  can  be  set  free ; 
'Twas  thou  created  and  redeem' d, 
All  glory  Lord  to  thee. 
x\ll  glory,  &c. 

5. 

Oh!  that  my  tongue  could  but  express, 

Lord,  how  I  thee  adore ; 
So  much  as  one  poor  single  sand, 

That  lies  on  the  sea  shore ; 
Although  they  without  number  be, 

Could  I  show  that  small  part; 
But  all  that  thou  require,  Lord, 

Is  a  broken  contrite  heart. 
Is  a  broken,  &c. 
6. 

But  this  thy  third  and  last  record, 

Truth  there  is  none  besides  ; 
Thy  elect  see  that  path  of  life, 

Thy  prophets  are  their  guide, 
Into  those  realms  of  light  and  life, 

Where  we  shall  ever  sing, 
Ail  praise  and  glory  to  our  God, 

Our  dear  redeeming  king. 

Our  dear,  &c. 

f  4  Thomas  Pee 
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FORTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

A  Song  made  hi/  a  Believer  when  the  Commission  came 
first  forth,  and  sung  by  the  Prophet  Lodowick  Mug- 
gleton9  at  Braintree,  in  Essex. 

When  men  of  learning  leave  discerning, 

Perfect  truth  then  flourish  shall, 
The  laity  then  will  be  esteem'd ; 

Now  mark  what  then  there  will  befall : 
No  false  speaking,  no  false  seeking, 

Will  be  heard  any  more  at  all ; 
But,  upright  dealing  without  stealing, 

Evermore  then  flourish  shall. 

2. 

The  lion  with  the  lamb  may  live  then, 

Peace  will  reign  perpetually  ; 
All  strife  and  anger  will  be  banish'd, 

Things  will  go  more  equally ; 
No  more  error  to  breed  terror, 

Will  be  heard  any  more  again ; 
For  true  believers  are  perceivers, 

Neither  will  their  faith  prove  vain. 
3. 

Not  many  wise,  nor  many  noble, 

Ere  embraced  Christianity; 
They  gave  the  world  the  shadow  of  it, 

But  ever  practis'd  cruelty ; 
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The  conscientious,  not  contentious. 

Evermore  were  punished ; 
No  compassion,  but  proud  passion, 

Ever  great  men  fancied. 

Thomas  Turner. 


FORTY-SEVENTH  SONG. 
Arise,  my  soul,  sweet  songs  to  sing, 
In  praise  of  Christ,  my  God  and  king; 
Ye  new-born  saints  come  join  with  me, 
Let  us  all  join  in  sweet  harmony, 
To  praise  our  God,  who  by  words  and  voice, 
Of  Reeve  and  Muggleton  did  make  choice. 
To  praise,  &c. 

2. 

His  two  last  messengers  to  be, 
His  own  elect  for  to  set  free 
From  reasons  yoke  and  slavery: 
Now  we  enjoy  true  liberty, 
Which  makes  us  chaunt  sweet  songs  of  praise, 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
Which  makes,  &c. 

3. 

Tho'  reason  sometimes  us  annoys, 
Yet  often  we  have  spiritual  joys, 
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Which  doth  arise  from  our  seed  spring ; 
This  makes  the  new-born  saints  to  sing, 
Sweet  songs  of  praise,  and  divine  lays, 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
Sweet  songs,  &c. 

4. 

When  our  God  hath  put  an  end  to  time, 
We  shall  be  raised  to  joys  divine ; 
Eternally  with  God  shall  be, 
Most  glorious  sights  we  then  shall  see; 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise, 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

5. 

Reason  will  here  be  left  in  woe, 
But  saints  will  newer  and  newer  grow, 
Younger  and  younger  we  shall  be, 
New  joys  will  spring  eternally  ; 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise, 
To  Christ,  the  ancieniest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

6. 

With  glorious  bodies  we  shall  shine, 
Have  heavenly  food  that's  all  divine, 
Which  out  of  our  own  spirits  will  rise ; 
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No  want  there  be,  but  full  supplies  ; 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise, 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

7. 

That  glorious  kingdom  hath  no  bounds, 
There  divine  music  sweetly  sounds  ; 
As  swift  as  thought  we  there  shall  move, 
And  be  full  of  glorious  Godlike  love ; 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise, 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

8. 

A  spiritual  glorious  love  fire  'twill  be, 
Of  new  ravishing  joys  eternally, 
So  pure,  so  gentle,  soft  and  sweet, 
As  will  fill  our  souls  with  joys  complete 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

9. 

There's  a  chrystal  sea  of  burning  glass, 
And  saints  therein  and  out  may  pass ; 
And  warbling  birds  on  many  a  tree, 


140  SONGS. 

Tuning  their  notes  melodiously, 
According  to  their  wisdom  praise 
Our  God,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
According  to,  &e. 

10. 

There  is  all  such  creatures  as  is  here, 
But  spiritual,  like  chrystal  clear; 
AH  males,  not  made  to  generate, 
But  live  in  divine  happy  state ; 
They  according  to  their  wisdom  praise 
Our  God,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
They  according,  &c. 
11. 

There  is  nothing  there  that  can  offend, 
But  all  to  peace  and  union  tend ; 
The  lion  with  the  lamb  doth  play, 
And  down  in  peace  together  lay ; 
And  saints  will  chaunt  sweet  songs  of  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  saints,  &c. 

12. 

Thousands  of  angels  we  shall  see 
Attending  on  God's  majesty; 
Armies  of  saints  we  shall  behold, 
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And  prophets  crown' d  with  crowns  of  gold, 
All  ascribing  glory,  honour  and  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
All  ascribing,  &c. 

13. 

The  spiritual  motions  that  in  us  now  rise, 
We  shall  feed  on  with  new  Godlike  joys ; 
We  that  commun'd  together  below, 
Shall  perfectly  each  other  know ; 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

14. 

But  this  the  greatest  joy  will  give, 
Eternally  with  God  to  live, 
See  his  glorious  person  face  to  face, 
And  remember  his  mercy  and  free  grace ; 
All  which  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
All  which,  &c. 

15. 

And  now,  my  friends,  with  one  accord, 
Let's  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord ; 
If  persecutions  us  surround, 
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It  will  add  the  more  glory  to  our  crowns ; 
And  that  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
And  that,  &c. 

16. 

Think  of  that  blest  eternity 
We  new-born  saints  are  sure  to  see, 
Angels  nor  men  can't  comprehend 
The  glorious  joys,  world  without  end; 
All  which  will  raise  new  songs  of  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days. 
All  which,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

FORTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 

(Tune  *  'Twas  when  the  Seas  were  roaring/) 

You  men  quite  void  of  fear, 

Who  justice  does  defy, 
When  you  to  death  draw  near, 

God's  justice  will  be  nigh; 
Come  let  us  reason  truly, 

And  take  Reeve  for  our  guide, 
And  see  if  justice  wholly 

Was  ever  set  aside. 
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2 

For  justice  in  our  nature, 

God's  watchman  is,  I  see; 
To  tell  the  great  Creator, 

When  we  here  sinners  be  ; 
For  where  there's  no  impression 

For  sin  in  a  soul  made, 
That  soul  needs  no  physician, 

As  Christ,  our  God.  has  said. 
3. 

But  we  through  true  repenting, 

Find  joy  and  peace  abound; 
But  where  there's  no  relenting, 

No  mercy  can  be  found ; 
For  when  that  justice  cried, 

*  Lost  Adam,  where  art  thou  ?' 
It  cannot  be  denied, 

But  justice  made  him  bow. 
4. 

But  being  of  God's  nature, 
Relenting  light  was  found ; 

He  prayd  the  great  Creator 
To  heal  his  deadly  wound ; 

For  justice  him  subjected 
With  pain  and  misery ; 
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He  saw  himself  rejected, 
But  God  lie  could  not  see. 
5. 

Thus  Adam  for  transgression, 

Both  death  and  hell  here  found; 
God's  law  it  took  possession, 

And  fast  his  soul  here  bound : 
But  God,  that  mighty  shepherd, 

Restored  this  lost  sheep  ; 
Tho'  spotted  like  a  leopard, 

God  made  him  cease  to  weep. 
Q. 

And  we  of  Adam's  nature, 

For  sin  doth  bleed  and  cry, 
To  God,  the  great  creator, 

His  justice  to  pass  by : 
And  when  we  have  relented, 

When  justice  has  us  bound, 
And  truly  have  repented, 

We  mercy's  God  have  found. 
7. 

Then,  the  first  resurrection 
From  death  to  life,  we  see ; 

Our  souls  made  pure  perfection, 
As  white  as  snow  they  be ; 
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But  for  a  fresh  transgression, 
Fresh  punishment  is  found, 

And  justice  gets  possession, 
And  mercy  can't  be  found. 
8. 

This  was  the  case  of  David, 

As  Muggleton  does  tell  ; 
Tho'  he  knew  he  was  saved, 

He  for  transgression  fell; 
And  filled  with  fear  and  horror, 

When  justice  had  him  bound, 
He  mourned  his  days  in  sorrow, 

Till  he  fresh  mercy  found. 
9. 

Thus  justice,  when  offended, 

Will  make  a  sinner  cry ; 
And  mercy  not  extended, 

That  soul  will  surely  die ; 
Thus  dread  is  our  condition, 

With  some  it  is  much  worse  ; 
He  ever  will  be  damned, 

That  does  God's  justice  curse. 

Boyer  Glove 
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FORTY-NINTH  SONG 

(Tune, 'The  Billows.') 

Oh  !  how  my  soul  does  ponder 
On  great  eternity ; 
To  think  there's  no  beginning, 
Nor  ever  end  will  be  : 
Oh !  how  my  soul  is  ravish' d. 
Now  I  by  faith  can  see, 
God  left  his  boundless  kingdom, 
And  here  did  die  for  me. 
God  left,  &c. 

2. 

Oh !  how  I  am  astonish5 d 
To  see  that  God  came  down, 
And  here  in  human  nature. 
He  veil'd  his  glorious  crown; 
It  was  for  sinful  mortals 
He  left  divine  abode, 
And  died  a  spotless  creature, 
But  arose  a  perfect  God. 
And  died,  &c. 
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3. 

These  joys  they  are  an  earnest, 
While  we  are  here  below  ; 
And  when  that  we  are  raised, 
Eternal  joys  will  flow; 
Then  comes  our  greatest  comfort, 
The  face  of  God  to  see, 
Assured  in  his  presence 
To  live  eternally. 

Assured  in,  &c. 
4. 

When  devils  they  are  rais'd, 
And  from  the  grave  set  free, 
They'll  always  be  a  dying, 
Yet  never  dead  will  be ; 
Then  comes  their  greatest  horror, 
Within  their  souls  they'll  see ; 
They'll  always  live  in  sorrow, 
To  all  eternity. 

They'll  always,  &c. 
5. 

When  God  he  was  a  dying, 
No  pity  they  did  show, 
And  from  his  spotless  body 
They  caus'd  the  blood  to  flow, 
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And  when  that  they  are  rais'd, 
God  will  relentless  be, 
And  leave  them  here  in  horror 
To  all  eternity. 

And  leave,  &c. 
6. 

When  God  he  was  a  dying, 
What  joy  their  souls  did  see ; 
Not  dreading  in  that  hour 
The  great  eternity : 
But  when  that  they  are  rais'd, 
God's  law  so  quick  will  be, 
They'll  cry  with  pain  and  horror, 
6  Endless  eternity !' 

They'll  cry,  &c. 
7. 

And  now  with  grateful  praises, 
Sing  to  our  God  and  king. 
Who  for  our  soul's  redemption, 
Salvation  here  did  bring ; 
For  there's  no  God  like  Jacob's, 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  on  high, 
Who  lives  one  God  in  glory, 
Above  the  starry  skies. 
Who  lives,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 
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FIFTIETH  SONG. 
Behold  our  great  God 

When  he  bled  on  the  cross, 
Sin,  death,  hell  and  grave, 

He  soon  conquered  for  us ; 
Who  are  his  elect  seed, 

Like  gold  we've  been  tried, 
Now  we  feed  on  his  blood, 

That  was  spilt  when  he  died. 
2. 

Now,  all  who  do  hunger  and  thirst, 

They  may  feast ; 
There's  a  banquet  prepared, 

For  spiritual  guest; 
Tho'  the  prophets  do  serve  it 

Tn  homely  attire, 
There's  plenty  to  satisfy 

All  our  desire. 

3. 

This  banquet  provided  for 

None  but  the  poor ; 
Wine,  oil,  milk  and  honey, 

Received  without  store ; 
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To  purchase  with  money, 
Or  works  would  be  theft, 

As  none  may  enjoy  it, 
But  as  a  free  gift. 

4. 

We  are  all  on  a  level, 

At  this  royal  feast, 
As  no  one  is  greater 

Than  him  that  is  least, 
The  donor  excepted; 

But  this  may  seem  odd, 
We  are  joint  heirs  with  Christ, 

And  Christ  is  our  God. 
5. 

We  don't  invite  reason  ; 

It  never  could  scan 
God's  glorious  person, 

When  he  became  man; 
So  they're  not  invited 

With  us  for  to  dine, 
For  they  truly  can't  relish, 

Such  dainties  divine. 
6. 

For  pastime  and  pleasure, 
We  joyfully  sing, 
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Of  the  glorious  feats  done, 

By  Zion's  great  king ; 
The  song  of  redemption, 

Doth  ravish  each  heart, 
When  saints,  sweet  enrapturd, 
Their  joys  do  impart. 
7. 

Christ  pour  d  out  his  soul ; 

See  death  down  it  goes  ; 
None  ever  shall  rise,  who 

Thro'  seed  are  his  foes ; 
To  snatch  his  lost  sheep 

From  an  eternal  grave, 

Is  worthy  of  Jesus, 

Who  conquer' d  to  save. 

James  Dale. 

FIFTY-FIRST  SONG. 
(Tune,  *  Christ  my  precious  bleeding'  God,') 

Though  reason  prates  of  mighty  things, 
They  know  not  of  that  king  of  kings; 
'Twas  he  alone  the  wine-press  trod, 
When  he  became  my  bleeding  God. 
'Twas  he  alone  the  wine-press  trod, 
When  he  became  my  bleeding  God, 
When  he  became  my  bleeding  G  od. 
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2. 

The  great  Jehovah  did  the  work ; 
The  man  Christ  Jesus  is  the  same, 
Who  died  upon  a  cursed  tree, 
From  eternal  death  to  set  me  free. 

Who  died  upon,  &c. 

From  eternal,  &c. 

3. 

Oh !  then  what  pain  his  soul  went  throui 
No  one  was  there  that  could  him  help ; 
'  It's  finished/  my  God  he  cried, 
His  head  he  bow'd,  his  soul  then  died. 

'  It's  finished,'  my,  &c. 

His  head,  &c. 

4. 

I  saw  my  God  next  in  the  grave, 
It  was  my  mortal  soul  to  save ; 
But  death  could  not  him  long  detain, 
By  his  own  decree  he  rose  again. 

But  death  could,  &c. 

By  his,  &c. 
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5. 

No  other  God  but  this  I'll  have, 
He  conquer' d  death,  hell  and  the  grave, 
His  own  elect  for  to  set  free, 
To  praise  him  in  eternity. 

His  own  elect,  &c. 

To  praise,  &c. 

6. 

When  all  is  over,  and  time's  no  more, 
O,  then  our  joys  they  will  increase ; 
Then  reason  will  lose  their  mighty  things, 
Whilst  we  shall  praise  the  king  of  kings. 

Then  reason  will,  &c. 

Whilst  we,  &c. 

Boyer  Gloves. 

FIFTY-SECOND  SONG. 

In  the  first  of  St.  John,  it  is  very  clear, 
That  God  became  flesh,  as  the  prophets  declar'd  ; 
In  the  womb  of  a  virgin  he  died,  I  see, 
And  again  he  did  live,  his  elect  to  set  free. 
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That  Word  that  was  God,  became  flesh  and  did 
live, 

And  dwelt  amongst  men,  their  sins  to  forgive ; 
He  came  unto  his  own  ;  they  received  him  not ; 
These  devils  they  knew  not  that  he  was  God. 
3. 

The  prophet  Isaiah,  in  old  times  did  tell, 
God  would  become  flesh,  and  with  us  will  dwell ; 
That  wonderful  Counsellor,  the  mighty  God,  I 
see, 

Was  the  everlasting  Father  that  died  on  a  tree. 
4. 

He  that  descended  down  in  his  love, 
Ascended  again  to  his  kingdom  above ; 
There  he  will  reign  for  ever,  I  see. 
Praise  him,  ye  saints,  to  all  eternity. 

5. 

And  when  he  ascended,  gave  gifts  unto  men, 
The  gift  of  true  prophecies,  I  do  mean ; 
They  that  can  believe  they  were  sent  of  God, 
Will  surely  have  a  prophet's  reward. 
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6. 

All  you  that  have  faith  in  this  third  record, 
And  truly  believe,  that  Christ  is  the  only  Lord ; 
Patiently  wait  till  your  change  it  doth  come, 
Then  Jesus,  your  Lord,  will  call  you  home. 
7. 

At  the  voice  e  Come  my  bless' d/  we  shall  arise, 
And  meet  our  almighty  God  in  the  skies ; 
With  great  Reeve  and  Mugglefcon.  there  we  shall 
see, 

Our  God,  face  to  face,  to  all  eternity. 

William  Cates. 

FIFTY-THIRD  SONG. 

Hauk  !  hark !  I  hear  the  trumpet  speak, 
Saying,  i  awake  from  your  dead  sleep, 
The  time  is  come  that  you  must  fly 
To  your  God  in  all  eternity. 

2. 

'  Make  haste,  I  say,  all  you  that  own 
The  prophet  Reeve  and  Muggleton ; 
Make  haste,  that  you  with  them  fly 
To  your  God  in  all  eternity/ 
3. 

'  Then  Lord/  said  I,  '  our  lamps  are  trimm'd, 
We  are  are  ^eady  on  you  to  attend ; 
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We  are  ready  at  your  feet  to  fly, 
And  live  with  God  eternally/ 
4. 

The  second  sound  wil]  then  be  heard, 
Wakening  the  devils  full  of  fears ; 
Then  they'll  lament,  and  howl  and  cry, 
That  they  are  damn'd  eternally. 

5. 

No  glimpse  they'll  have  of  God  on  high, 
To  add  unto  their  misery ; 
No  more  they  will  the  light  then  see, 
But  remain  in  hell  eternally. 

6. 

While  we  are  with  our  God  above, 
With  golden  harps  and  songs  of  love, 
Praising  his  name  that  set  us  free, 
And  shall  live  with  God  eternally. 

Catherine  Peers. 

FIFTY-FOURTH  SONG. 
Laugh,  and  reason's  God  despise, 
All  ye  saints  that  are  made  wise ; 
Reason's  god  is  in  all  life, 
Human,  brutal,  vegetive, 
Which,  at  first,  from  nothing  came, 
And  must  to  nothing  return  ag^n..- 
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2. 

Reason  has  its  delights  here, 
Worldly  riches  are  his  care ; 
While  faith  with  plenty  here  are  bless'd, 
Of  a  jewel  they  are  possess' d 
Of  the  brightest  magnitude, 
Which  does  blind  the  Cainish  brood. 
3. 

Its  brightness  from  a  substance  shine, 
Which  proud  reason  can't  define ; 
Reason  s  eye  look  to  and  fro 
For  the  God  they  do  not  know; 
So  being  of  their  father's  trade, 
A  nothing  god  themselves  have  made, 
4. 

Of  nothing  God  made  worlds,  they  say, 

A  nothing,  well  their  God  may  be ; 

Nothing  working  on  nothing, 

Of  nothing  can  come  nothing ; 

So  their  whole  system,  where  they  rest, 

Is  but  nothing  at  the  best. 

5. 

To  the  faithful  is  proclaimed, 
How  this  notion  nothing  came  : 
Cain,  when  in  angelic  state, 
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God's  forming  beings  of  matter,  did  hate, 
x\nd  would  from  God  his  power  take, 
And  of  nothing  all  things  make. 

6. 

This  author  of  nothing,  is  cast  down, 
From  God's  presence  he  is  thrown  ; 
Because,  he  god  of  god's  would  be, 
And  do  all  things  more  wise  than  he ; 
God  to  this  earth  has  him  confm'd, 
And  nevermore  to  know  his  mind. 

Richard  Wynne. 

FIFTY-FIFTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  <  When  first  by  fond  Damon/) 
No  more  of  your  canting  and  preaching,  no  more, 
With  external  forms  which  have  charm5 d  me  be- 
fore, 

Your  vain  supplications  and  crocodile  tears, 
Nor  your  cries  to  the  Lord  you  have  made  with- 
out ears ; 

Your  fetters  I  drop,  from  your  thraldom  I'm  free, 
Hypocritical  priests,  now  your  falsehood  1  see. 
Your  fetters,  &c. 
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2. 

You  who  by  long  prayers  do  prey  on  the  poor, 
The  bread  and  the  substance  of  widows  devour; 
Of  external  righteousness  make  a  fair  show, 
While  nothing  but  praise  and  gain's  in  your  view; 
Ye  vipers,  ye  serpents,  ye  seed  of  the  devil, 
How  can  you  escape  the  last  great  day  of  evil. 
Ye  vipers,  &c. 

3. 

I  bid  you  adieu,  while  I  trust  on  my  God, 
My  glorious  redeemer,  and  sov'reign  Lord ; 
Behold  the  great  work  which  he  wrought  on  the 
tree, 

*  It  is  finish'd/  he  cried,  '  it  is  finish'd  for  thee;5 
Content  with  his  merits,  my  weakness  I'll  own, 
And  rely  on  his  power,  and  mercies  alone* 
Content  with,  &c. 

4. 

For  on  earth  all  have  sinn'd,  and  no  one  is  good, 
Salvation's  alone  in  the  blood  of  our  God  ; 
For  the  sin  of  his  seed,  he  was  smitten  and 
bruis'd, 

By  the  children  of  reason,  wras  mock'd  and  abus'd ; 
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The  chastisement  for  our  peace  upon  him  was  laid, 
By  his  stripes  we  are  heal'd,  and  our  debt  he  has 
paid. 

The  chastisement,  &c. 

5. 

Then,  O  may  the  seed  of  the  dear  bleeding  lamb, 
In  spiritual  wonder,  adore  his  great  name ; 
Beholding  the  kingdom  of  heaven  their  own, 
Without  works  of  righteousness  which  they  have 
done ; 

While  hypocrites  cry  up  their  prayers  and  their 
tears, 

'Tis  finish' d,  'tis  finish' d,  will  calm  all  our  fears. 
While  hypocrites,  &c. 

Henry  Bonel,  1763. 

FIFTY-SIXTH  SONG. 
All  hail  to  our  redeeming  king, 

For  all  his  boundless  love; 
With  raptur'd  joy  of  praise  we'll  sing, 

'Twill  be  our  theme  above  ; 
Where  discords  will  for  ever  cease, 

Eternal  love  abide ; 
True  saints  shall  all  be  crown' d  with  peace, 

And  pleasures  sweetly  glide. 
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2. 

incessantly  we  there  shall  praise 

This  great  and  glorious  God ; 
Eternal  hallelujahs  raise, 

In  that  most  bless  d  abode. 
What  mortal  can  define  the  joy 

That  is  laid  up  in  store, 
Where  nothing  never  shall  annoy 

The  faithful  evermore. 

Miller,  1744. 

FIFTY-SEVENTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  6  By  a  prattling  stream,  on  a  midsummer's  eve.') 

By  faith  I  can  see  how  my  God  did  come  down, 
In  flesh  here  he  vailed  his  glorious  crown ; 
The  eternal  Father  transmuting  I  see, 
And  hiding  his  Godhead  in  humanity. 
And  hiding,  &c. 

2. 

His  spiritual  body  was  changed  to  seed, 
With  which  Mary's  mixed  as  he  had  decreed; 
This  became  a  fitclothing  for  his  spirit  so  pure,, 
And  vail'd  from  devils  his  infinite  power. 
And  vail'd,  &c. 

G 
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3. 

Tims  God  became  man  ;  0 !  how  glorious  the 
sight, 

To  see  as  I  can,  fills  my  soul  with  delight ; 
To  see  God  a  dying  upon  a  curst  tree, 
Assures  me  of  living  to  eternity. 
Assures  me,  &c. 

4. 

A  part  of  Jehovah  could  not  set  me  free; 
'Twas  the  whole  I  AM  that  did  die  on  a  tree ; 
These  things  seen  in  order  has  made  my  soul 
good, 

And  when  reason  would  drown  me,  I  drink  God- 
head blood 
And  when,  &c. 

5. 

His  blood  all-sufficient  my  wounded  soul  heal'd  ; 
What  made  it  sufficient,  the  infinite  spring  kill'd; 
No  half  of  a  God  could  redeem  one  from  hell ; 
No,  it  was  Paul's  God,  where  all  fullness  do  dwell. 
No,  it,  &c. 

6. 

Oh  !  how  I  behold  him  in  three  glorious  roads, 
Which  he  has  entitled;  three  heavenly  records ; 
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Each  a  form  and  a  nature  most  glorious  I  behold ; 
The  first  quite  external  like  the  fathers  of  old. 
The  first,  &c. 

7. 

But  when  he  descended,  his  Godhead  conceai'd, 
And  none  knew  where  God  was,  but  were  'twas 
reveal' d ; 

They  preach.' d  the  Son,  tho'  the  Father  was  he ; 
They  preach* d  his  wisdom  in  a  mystery. 
They  preach'd,  &c. 

8. 

Lord,  this  is  a  mystery,  most  glorious  to  see, 
Gocl  manifest  in  flesh,  great  eternity ; 
His  blood  savour'd  life,  where  the  vail  was  look'd 
through, 

And  his  blood  savour'd  death,  in  those  who  said 
he's  not  true. 
And  his,  &c. 

9. 

When  it  was  his  decreed  time  that  the  third  record 
Should  reveal  the  two  seeds,  and  who's  very  Lord, 
It  witness'd  the  Father  in  the  Son  does  remain  ; 
The  Holy  Ghost  proceeding  from  the  mustard 
grain. 

The  Holy  Ghost,  &c.  g  2 
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10. 

This  pure  chrystal  fountain  my  thirst  does  suffice, 
I  see  the  Godhead  dead,  the  true  sacrifice ; 
This  sight  makes  me  sure  all  my  sins  are  pass'd  by, 
This  sight  lights  me  safe  into  eternity. 
This  sight,  &c. 

John  Peat. 

FIFTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 
Behold  a  wonder !  two  messengers  are  sent, 
By  voice  of  words,  with  a  new  testament : 
O,  strange  expression  !  is  there  more  than  two  ? 
(To  wit)  the  old  testament,  and  the  new : 
Yea;  now  in  this  last  age  there  is  come  forth, 

The  third  record  of  God  upon  this  earth. 
2 

For  the  two  witnesses  spoken  of  by  John 
In  the  book  of  the  Revelation, 
Are  now  extant  on  earth,  their  names  are  known, 
CalFd  John  Reeve  and  Lodowick  Muggleton ; 
These  two  are  sent  the  true  God  to  declare, 
His  form  and  nature  both,  and  what  they  are. 
3. 

The  right  devil,  his  form  and  nature  tell, 
With  the  place  of  heaven,  and  the  place  of  hell ; 
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The  angels  and  their  persons,  and  withal, 
The  rise  of  the  two  seeds,  and  of  the  fall ; 
And  how  the  soul  is  mortal,  and  must  die  : 
These  things  are  declar'd  with  great  majesty, 
4. 

80  that  the  scriptures  now  stand  on  their  feet, 
The  Spirit  of  life  is  pour'd  into  it ; 
For  this  is  the  commission  of  the  Spirit, 
Which  doth  the  law  and  gospel  both  interpret; 
No  prophet,  or  apostle,  heretofore, 
Did  know  so  much ;  but  these  prophets  knew  more. 
5. 

Yea;  and  their  knowledge  doth  excel  all  men, 
That  ever  spake,  or  ever  writ  with  pen ; 
So  doth  their  power;  for  in  their  mouths  is  put 
A  two-edg'd  sword,  and  it  doth  surely  cut; 
For  life  and  death  in  these  same  words  do  lie, 
Two  seeds  seal'd  up  to  all  eternity. 

6, 

For  God  hath  given  them  a  greater  power, 
Than  ever  mortal  man  had  to  this  hour ; 
Let  none  despise  this,  lest  they  feel  the  stroke, 
The  sentence  past,  it  is  without  revoke ; 
Renown' d  prophets,  let  this  your  motto  be, 
You  are  the  last  to  finish  prophecy, 

g  3'         Elizabeth  Goodwin. 
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FIFTY-NINTH  SONG, 
Come  reason,  now  let's  reason, 

And  hear  what  I  shall  say ; 
For  words  when  spoke  in  season, 

Will  glorious  truths  display  ; 
Yet,  tho'  by  reason  spoken, 

Mind  what  I  here  unfold, 
My  reason  s  but  the  token, 
By  faith  these  truths  are  tolcL 
Yet  tho',  &c. 
2. 

Yet.  useful  'tis,  I  own  it, 

If  faith  its  master  be ; 
But  ever  shall  disown  it, 

To  have  the  mastery ; 
For  'tis  itself  rebellious, 

And  full  of  cursed  pride,. 
And  of  its  own  is  jealous, 

All  other  works  deride. 
For  'tis,  &c. 
3. 

But  when  by  faith  'tis  g\veny 
A  power  how  to  shew 

The  mysteries  of  heaven, 
How  sweetly  does  it  do; 


The  best  of  servants,  surely, 

For  mortals,  but  the  worst, 
Of  masters,  'tis  most  truly, 
For 't  brings  eternal  curse. 
The  best,  &c. 
4. 

Then  saints  who  know  its  power, 

Your  praises  ever  sing, 
And  Christ's  free  love  adore, 

Your  everlasting  king; 
Who  that  you  might  be  heirs, 

He  clos'd  the  breach  so  wide ; 
Immortal  God  prepares 

A  mortal  womb,  and  died. 
Who  that,  &c. 
5. 

Thus  heaven's  great  Creator, 

His  spiritual  body  chang'd 
Into  a  spotless  creature ; 

Oh !  wonderfully  strange, 
That  the  eternal  Spirit 

Should  lay  his  glory  by, 
That  we  might  life  inherit 

With  him  eternally. 

That  the,  &c, 
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6. 

This  mystery  admire, 

How  God  did  flesh  assume, 
Ani  yet  without  desire, 

Tho'  both  were  in  the  womb  ; 
But  when  our  God  descended, 

That  cursed  seed  lay  dead ; 
And  only  faith  defended 

The  very  God's  Godhead. 
But  when,  &c. 
.  7. 

Now,  saints,  behold  your  Maker,. 

A  spotless  infant  born ; 
In  all  with  us  partaker, 

Excepting  sin  alone ; 
Tho'  angels  from  all  danger, 

Protecting  did  him  keep  ; 
Yet  no  place  but  a  manger 

Was  found  where  God  could  sleep, 
Tho'  angels,  &C4 
8. 

Then  think  not  much  while  here. 

Necessity  to  know 
For  Christ,  as  it  appears, 

The  same  did  undergo ; 
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For,  when  to  Bethlehem  guided, 
The  wise  men  brought  relief  ; 
Besides,  he  was  despised, 
Acquainted  much  with  grief. 
For  when,  &e. 
9. 

Are  you  unjustly  treated  ? 

Consider  he  was  worse; 
For  sin  on  sin  repeated, 

Deserv'd  eternal  curse  ; 
But  he  no  sin  committed, 

Yet  charged  wrongfully ; 
For  they  a  thief  acquitted, 

And  doom'd  our  God  to  die. 
But  he,  &c. 
10. 

Believers,  read  the  story, 

And  ever  be  content; 
Think  how  the  God  of  glory 

All  sufferings  underwent, 
That  we  might  be  possessers 

Of  an  immortal  crown  ; 
He  was  number'd  with  transgressors. 

And  died  to  save  his  own. 
That  we,  &c. 

GO 
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11. 

Then,  humble  with  submission, 

Think  not  your  troubles  strange, 
Or  pine  at  your  condition, 

But  patient  wait  your  change  ; 
For  after  grief  comes  pleasure, 

Where  we  shall  ever  sing 
With  Christ,  our  only  treasure, 

Our  suffering  God  and  king. 
For  after,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

SIXTIETH  SONG. 
(Tune,  c  In  a  Virgin  God  entombed.') 

Death,  thou  mighty  king  of  terrors, 

To  all  mortals  here  below, 
I  shall  feel  thy  stroke  of  sorrow, 

Ere  I  to  my  God  can  go ; 
Welcome,  grim  death,  to  me, 

Your  power  will  end,  I  see, 
When  I  ascend  to  God  on  high. 

2. 

Oh !  how  sharp's  thy  sting  of  horror 
To  iost  mortals  here  below ; 


SONGS.  171 

Oil !  how  dreadful  is  the  sorrow 

That  they'll  ever  undergo; 
But  saints  that  God  does  know, 

With  them  it  is  not  so ; 
They  die  to  live  with  God  on  high. 

a 

Though  you  got  the  great  Creator, 
Once  within  your  darksome  cell ; 

He  was  of  a  quickening  nature, 
There  your  mighty  power  fell ; 

Had  you  ne'er  been  at  strife 
With  the  whole  Godhead  life,  1 

Then  death  you'd  reign  eternally. 

4. 

Here  the  devils  they  were  blinded, 
Tho'  they  Christ  as  God  denied, 

Eternal  death  they  need  not  have  minded, 
If  by  them  God  had  not  died ; 

Then  all  would  silent  be, 
No  joy,  nor  misery, 

To  the  elect,  nor  lost  mankind. 

Boyer  Glover. 
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SIXTY-FIRST  SONG. 
(Tune,  '  Eternal  life  it  is  to  me.*) 

How  happy  is  that  soul  that  sees 

His  God  for  him  has  died, 
And  has  his  conscience  set  at  ease, 

By  the  blood  that  flows  from  Christ's  side; 
His  spirit  is  sanctified, 

By  tasting  boundless  love; 
When  soul  and  body  here  have  died, 

He  shall  soar  to  God  above. 
His  spirit,  &c. 
2. 

God's  blood  is  a  fountain  pure, 

Which  in  our  souls  does  flow, 
It  makes  us  here  to  sit  secure, 

For  we  know  that  to  God  we  shall  go ; 
This,  this  is  the  water  of  life, 

Which  thirst  does  satisfy ; 
The  devils  with  us  are  at  strife, 

We  shall  live  eternally. 
This,  this, 
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3. 

This  is  a  glorious  truth  indeed, 

And  happy  is  he  that  can  see 
That  God  here  on  a  cross  did  bleed. 

From  sin  to  set  us  free ; 
This,  this  is  a  wondrous  light, 

When  God  in  death  here  lay, 
Eternal  light  was  vail'd  in  night, 

For  to  spiritualize  his  clay. 
This,  this,  &c. 

4. 

No  other  way  could  God  here  find, 

When  he  came  from  his  kingdom  above; 
So  unto  death  himself  resign  d, 

As  a  manifestation  of  love  ; 
Oh !  I  am  amaz'd  at  the  sight, 

In  death  the  Godhead  lay, 
That  eternal  light  might  pass  thro5  night, 

For  to  see  an  eternal  day. 
Oh !  1  am,  &c. 

£. 

My  soul  it  does  in  splendour  live, 
When  I  drink  of  the  Water  of  life ; 

I  have  none  to  sell,  nor  none  to  give, 
For  1  have  just  but  eiaough  to  save  life  ; 
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My  spirit  is  sanctified, 

By  feeding  on  God's  love ; 
When  soul  and  body  here  have  died, 
I  shall  live  with  God  above. 
My  spirit,  &c. 

6. 

Tho'  soul  and  body  here  must  die, 

We  long  in  the  grave  shall  not  be, 
For  God  he  will  come  from  on  high, 

To  raise  us  to  eternity ; 
Oh  !  how  we  rejoice  at  the  sight, 

Death's  power  is  done  away ; 
For  eternal  light  once  past  thro'  night. 

To  give  us  an  eternal  day. 
Oh !  how,  &c. 

7. 

The  world  they  are  astonish'd, 

To  hear  that  God  did  die; 
And,  if  that  he  was  wholy  dead, 

How  he  can  live  on  high; 
This,  this  is  the  water  of  life, 

And  eternal  life  to  see  ; 
And  eternal  life,  wThen  kill'd  by  strife. 

Did  quicken  by  God's  decree. 
This,  this,  &c. 
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■  8. 

For  God  he  said,  'three  nights  and  days, 

My  soul  and  my  body  shall  lie 
In  silent  death,  and  then  I'll  raise, 

And  soar  to  my  kingdom  on  high ; 
And  then  I  will  quicken  from  death, 

That  my  elect  may  see, 
I  have  resum'd  immortal  breath, 

By  virtue  of  my  decree/ 
And  then,  &e. 

9. 

As  God  and  man,  Christ  here  did  die, 

And  a  creature  appear d  to  be ; 
But  in  his  body  there  did  lie 

The  soul  of  all  infinity ; 
For  when  he  from  death  arose, 

Nought  could  impede,  I  see ; 
Not  hell,  nor  devils  could  oppose 

The  power  of  his  decree. 
For  when,  &c. 

10. 

God  he  to  Elias  said, 

' 1  will  go  down  and  die;  * 
And  when  in  silent  death  I  have  laid, 

I  will  soar  up  on  high : 
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And  when  God  did  relate, 

He  died  alive  to  be, 
The  power  of  his  word  so  great, 

Became  a  firm  decree. 
And  w^hen,  &c. 

Boyer  Gloveh. 

SIXTY-SECOND  SONG. 
(Tune,  *  Happy  Muggletonians,  who  only.'') 

Come,  all  true  saints,  who  do  believe, 
And  own  this  thurd  and  last  record, 
Which  to  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve 
Was  gave  from  heaven  by  the  Lord ; 
Come  join  with  me,  to  Christ  we'll  sing, 
Who  only  is  our  God  and  king. 
Come  join,  &c. 
2 

Who  for  his  image  man  came  down, 
And  in  the  virgin's  womb  did  lie ; 

Left  for  awhile  his  glorious  throne, 
And  here  assum'd  humanity ; 

A  man  of  sorrows  did  become, 

And  suffer  d  death  to  save  his  own, 
A  man,  &c. 
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3 

Eternal  seed  and  nature  came. 

The  very  God  himself  above; 
And  in  the  virgins  womb  did  change 

Oh !  sacred  mystery  of  love ; 
Immortal  seed  itself  did  die, 
And  quicken'd  in  mortality. 
Immortal  seed,  &c* 
4 

Redemption  is  a  theme,  too  high, 

The  glorious  garment  of  our  God, 
Which  now  he  wears  eternally, 
Seated  on  his  divine  abode ; 
Angels  nor  men  can't  comprehend, 
So  great  a  God,  so  good  a  friend. 
Angels  nor,  &c. 
5 

The  joys  which  do  continually  flow, 
In  the  eternal  God  on  high, 

From  all  his  sufferings  here  below, 
While  he  was  in  mortality ; 

Eternity  can  ne'er  relate, 

They're  so  superlatively  great, 
Eternity  can,  &c. 
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6. 

Come,  true  believers,  every  one, 

Lay  all  dissensions  by,  and  strife, 
Since  the  same  God  we  all  do  own, 
The  only  Lord  of  light  and  life  ; 
With  heart  and  voice  together  join, 
To  praise  this  God  that's  so  divine. 
With  heart,  &c. 
7. 

While  reason  here  do  vainly  boast 

Of  their  imaginary  God, 
We  will  adore  the  Lord  of  hosts, 

And  sing  to  him  with  one  accord ; 
For  death  itself  could  not  confine 
A  God  so  great  and  so  divine. 
For  death,  &c. 

8. 

True,  the  proud  victor  did  invade, 
And  o'er  the  Godhead  life  did  reign, 

He  to  his  own  decree  obey'd, 

Death  of  itself  had  prov'd  but  vain ; 

But  this  he  did  that  we  might  be 
With  him  to  all  eternity. 
But  this,  &c. 


SONGS.  179 
9. 

Death  was  too  weak  long  to  detain, 
In  the  cold  grave,  a  life  so  pure ; 
For  at  the  time  he  pre-ordain'd, 

He  conquer'd  death,  broke  through  death's 
power; 
The  glorious  hero  did  arise 

Triumphant,  crown  d  with  victories. 
The  glorious,  &c. 
10. 

Sin,  death  and  hell  at  once  o'ercame, 

By  his  eternal  spirit's  death ; 
No  other  way  could  God  regain 

Eternal  life,  but  pass  thro'  death ; 
No  way  could  the  Almighty  find 
But  this  to  save  elect  mankind. 
No  way,  &c. 

11. 

With  joy  and  wonder  magnify 

Our  saviour  Jesus,  God  alone, 
Who's  now  ascended  far  on  high, 

Seated  on  his  immortal  throne ; 
To  him,  with  me,  for  ever  sing, 

And  praise  this  great  immortal  king. 
To  him,  &c. 


180  SONGS. 

12. 

Proud  reason  here  may  do  their  worst ; 

Their  hell-hound  reason  still  adore; 
With  which  they'll  be  for  ever  curs' d  ; 

While  we  are  in  pleasures  evermore, 
They'll  all  be  howling  here  below, 
in  lasting  pain  and  endless  woe. 
They'll  all,  &c. 
13. 

Oh !  glorious  God,  Almighty  King, 
To  thee  we'll  give  our  mortal  praise; 

And  to  our  dear  Redeemer  sing. 
The  residue  of  our  short  days ; 

And  when  from  death  we  are  call'd  on  high, 
Praise  him  to  all  eternity. 
And  when,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

SIXTY-THIRD  SONG. 

Lines  on  Exodus,  chapter  xxv.  beginning  verse  22. 

Jehovah  three  different  modes  hath  explain'd, 
Where  his  prophets  he'd  meet  to  commune, 

Of  all  things  he  to  Israel  would  give  in  command. 
In  the  most  holy  place  there  it's  shewn  ; 
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From  above  the  mercy-seat,  which  is  on  the  ark, 
And  the  two  chembims  (ek'd)  between; 

By  faith  only  (while  reason  is  chain'd  in  the  dark) 
Is  the  light  of  God's  countenance  seen. 
2. 

Our  forefathers  who  liv'd  in  Moses'  days, 
And  those  during  the  time  of  the  law, 
Tho'  by  shadows  and  types  they  did  give  God 
the  praise, 

They  the  substance  thereof  clearly  saw ; 
When  at  the  altar  they  offered  an  innocent  ram, 

They  see  God  would  become  flesh,  and  die ; 
And  when  its  mingled  body  ascended  in  flames, 

They  saw  Jesus  ascending  on  high. 
3. 

They,  with  gold  overlaid,  had  an  ark  made  of 
wood, 

Which  the  manna  and  law  did  contain  ; 
And  to  shew  reason  lusted  for  Aaron's  priesthood, 

Aaron's  rod  in  the  ark  must  remain : 
This  figure  did  the  angelic  nature  present, 

Which  glories  in  an  external  show ; 
Unto  whom  the  first  record  on  this  earth  was  sent3 

Reason's  nature  to  hold  up  in  view. 
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4. 

Up  above  on  the  ark,  see  the  pure  mercy's  seat, 

Which  was  made  of  the  finest  of  gold; 
Neither  covered,  nor  lin'd,  but  a  substance  com- 
plete, 

With  one  nature  throughout,  here  behold : 
Thus  did  created  faith  man's  first  nature  display, 

(To  it  the  second  record  was  sent,) 
Which  was  Abraham's  seed  God  took  on  him 
that  day, 

He  in  Mary  that  change  underwent. 
5. 

In  the  two  golden  cherubims  seated  below, 

There  the  Spirit  of  God  doth  appear; 
See  his  wrath  in  Elias;  in  Moses  his  love, 

Both  his  j  ustice  and  mercy  declare ; 
So  in  the  third  record  both  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 

By  the  same  Holy  Ghost  were  inspired, 
Did  the  two  edged  sword  of  God's  spirit  receive, 

With  his  justice  and  mercy  were  fir'd. 
6. 

Thus,  the  three  dispensations,  by  figures  were 
shewn, 

With  the  saints  that  in  each  offered  prayer ; 
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Those  pure  hearts,  (like  the  censor,  with  incense 
thereon,) 

The  sweet  righteousness  of  faith  do  bear ; 
That  doth  send  forth  sweet  odours  of  gracious 
perfume, 

Which  the  sanctum  sanctorum  receives, 
There  into  the  presence  of  the  Lord  it  doth  come 
From  those  that  in  each  record  believe. 
7. 

While  the  first  record  lasted,  two  vails  did  exist, 

By  which  two  future  records  were  shewn ; 
For  the  first  stood  the  people,  the  second  the 
priests, 

And  within  went  the  high-priest  alone  ; 
When  the  second  record  rent  in  twain  the  first 
vail, 

Then  the  sanctuary  did  appear ; 
The  second,  the  holy  of  all,  did  conceal, 
But  by  this  third  record  'tis  made  clear. 
8. 

On  a  table  exalted  within  the  first  vail, 

Stood  the  vessels  of  gold  which  contained 
The  twelve  loaves  of  shew  bread,  twelve  apostles 
reveal'd, 

Jesus  Christ  him  the  true  bread  explain'd: 
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Before  the  shew  bread  stood  a  candlestick  of  gold, 
Which  did  bear  seven  lamps  full  of  light ; 

Of  one  faith  seven  churches  of  Asia  behold, 
Shines,  before  twelve  apostles,  as  bright. 
9, 

Now  both  vails  were  within  as  a  kingdom  of 
priests, 

We  the  Holy  of  Holies  are  shewn ; 
Where  the  way  is  prepared  for  the  kings  of  the 
east, 

And  the  ladder  of  Jacob  made  known ; 
Which  in  three  from  earth  unto  heaven  did  reach  ; 

Witness— ark,  mercy  seat,  cherubims; 
In  three  missions  the  Lord  sent  his  prophets  to 
preach 

The  true  worship  of  the  king  of  kings. 
10. 

We  have  cause  to  rejoice,  who  are  christians 
indeed, 

For  on  us  the  third  record  doth  shine ; 
We  do  know  what  we  worship,  for  this  is  our 
creed : 

Jesus  Christ  with  three  titles  divine ; 
As  Creator,  a  Father,  Redeemer,  a  Son, 
As  Holy  Ghost,  when  he  sanctifies ; 
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All  to  whom  the  true  God  in  Christ  Jesus  is 
known, 
Unto  eternal  life  will  arise. 

CONCLUSION. 
How  should  we  have  known,  that  Moses  and  JElias  were 
the  spiritual  protectors  of  heaven  and  earth,  and  of  God 
himself,  from  his  incarnation  to  his  ascension,  even  as  a 
spiritual  God,  if  this  Commission  had  not  come  forth? 
therefore  it  is  the  commission  of  the  Spirit,  because  it 
opens  all  the  counsel  of  God. 

William  Matthews. 

SIXTY-FOURTH  SONG. 
Come,  loving  saints,  with  me  behold 

These  glorious  happy  days, 
Retiiraing  now  to  fill  our  souls 

With  wonder,  love  and  praise  \ 
Assist  my  muse,  exalted  king, 

Dear  saviour  God  above, 
And  teach  my  soul  with  joy  to  sing 

Thy  mercy  and  thy  love. 
2. 

Before  creation's  morning  light, 

Thy  radiant  glory  shone, 
Or  mighty  hosts  of  angels  bright. 

Existed  all  alone  \ 
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Matter,  a  chaos,  dark  and  dead, 

Did  in  his  presence  He, 
Quite  void  of  motion,  sense  and  life, 

From  all  eternity. 

3. 

His  piercing  eye  surveyed  the  mass, 
Where  all  seeds  hidden  lay, 

Almighty  power  spoke  the  word- 
Darkness  and  death  obey'd  . 

The  spring  of  light,  of  life  and  joy, 
From  whom  all  beings  sprang, 

In  heaven  above,  or  earth  beneath, 
i\nd  lastly,  Godlike  man. 
4. 

Erect  majestic  here  did  shine, 

More  like  his  God  than  all; 
His  body  pure,  his  soul  divine, 

Lord  of  this  earthly  ball ; 
By  violating  God's  command, 

The  serpent  sow'd  his  tares ; 
Then  sin  and  death  came  hand  in  hand, 

The  source  of  all  our  cares. 
5. 

Transgressing  thus  their  Makers  law, 
With  sorrow  did  deplore, 
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The  loss  of  innocence  they  saw ; 

Immortal  now  no  more ; 
Nature  in  all  did  feel  the  curse, 

By  our  first  parents'  sin  ; 
The  heavenly  orbs  now  took  their  course, 

For  time  did  then  begin. 

6. 

Redeeming  love,  amazing  strange, 

I  now  would  strive  too  speak, 
The  great  Creators  wondrous  change ; 

But,  oh !  my  soul's  to  weak ; 
Immortal  fire  will  tune  my  lyre, 

Bright  angels  to  outshine ; 
Whose  highest  lays  are  borrowed  praise, 

But  ours  is  faith  divine. 

7. 

Jehovah  great  did  man  become, 

To  save  poor  Adam's  seed ; 
Thus  David's  Lord  was  David's  son, 

The  very  G  od  indeed, 
Disrob'd  of  glory  did  descend, 

Invisibly  entomb ; 
'Twas  faith  alone  could  God  defend, 

While  in  the  virgin's  womb. 
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8. 

Shrouded  within  a  manger  here, 

Thus  Israel's  God  was  born ; 
An  infant  helpless  he  appear  d, 

So  mean  and  so  forlorn  ; 
How  pure  and  innocent  his  life, 

In  him  no  guile  was  found ; 
Which  put  proud  reason  oft  at  strife, 

Their  hellish  fury  drown'd. 
9. 

Let's  trace  him  to  Mount  Calvary, 

Where  he  resign' d  his  breath, 
Triumphant  gain'd  the  victory, 

O'er  sin,  o'er  hell,  and  death ; 
He  then  ascended  far  on  high, 

His  stewards  did  adore, 
Resigning  power  and  majesty 

To  him  for  evermore. 

William  Miller, 

SIXTY-FIFTH  SONG. 

Come  all  true  saints  who  have  believed 

In  this  great  glorious  mission, 
Which  Reeve  and  Muggleton  receiv'd, 

Both  join'd  in  this  commission  ; 
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To  Christ  we'll  sing,  with  heart  and  voice, 

Our  God  and  our  Redemer, 
And  while  time  lasts,  we  will  rejoice, 

When  time's  no  more  for  ever. 
2. 

Thro'  all  eternity  we'll  raise 

Our  souls  in  elevation ; 
But,  oh !  eternity's  too  short 

To  praise  his  transmutation ; 
God  here  did  very  man  become, 

And  left  his  habitation, 
For  to  beget  himself  a  son, 

The  saints'  true  adoration. 

3. 

He  manifested  was  in  flesh, 

And  destroyed  death's  power; 
All  Adam's  seed  this  does  refresh, 

Who  longing  wait  that  hour, 
When  time  shall  end,  for  death's  a  friend 

Unto  all  true  believers ; 
That  glorious  morn  we  shall  ascend, 

And  leave  all  damn'd  deceivers. 
4. 

This  mystery  was  never  shewn, 
Until  this  dispensation, 
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Wherein  God's  prophets  have  made  known 

Assurance  of  salvation. 
My  friends,  since  we're  assur'd  of  this, 

Let's  sing,  and  still  adore, 
For  mansions  of  eternal  bliss 

Christ  has  for  us  in  store. 

5. 

The  prophets  they  are  now  no  more 

Within  this  land  so  fam'd; 
A  jewel  they've  left  us  in  store, 

Its  value  can  t  be  nam'd; 
Whereby  we  see  eternal  life 

Is  in  our  souls  abiding; 
Then  ever  banished  be  all  strife, 

Since  God's  our  only  hiding. 

6. 

When  he  descends  to  put  an  end 

To  time  and  this  creation, 
Where  will  proud  reason  find  a  friend, 

In  that  last  conflagration  ? 
With  shouts  the  saints  will  all  arise, 

To  meet  their  dearest  Saviour, 
Ascending  far  above  the  skies 

To  realms  of  light  and  pleasure. 
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7. 

Then  will  our  new  created  springs, 

Flow,  ever  to  admire 
The  love  of  Christ,  the  King  of  Kings, 

While  devils  must  retire 
In  lasting  pain  to  yell  and  howl, 

From  torments  never  raising; 

Then  shall  each  blessed  faithful  soul 

Christ  God  be  ever  praising. 

William  Miller. 

SIXTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

(Tune. — 1  Hark,  hark,  ye  sons  of  faith.') 

Muggletonians  rejoice, 
Of  us  God  has  made  choice, 
To  praise  him  in  eternity, 
For  ever,  and  for  ever; 
Where  we  shall  sing, 
Praising  him, 
Immortal  king, 

He's  Christ,  our  soul's  redeemer: 
His  promise  in  our  souls  do  shine, 
We  praising  him  in  heart  divine, 
Under  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
His  promise,  &c. 
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2. 

Our  faith  will  ever  shine, 
Being  of  God's  nature  divine, 
Eternal  pleasure  ever  shine 
In  an  immortal  kingdom ; 
Where  faith  will  rise, 
Without  surprise, 
Immortaliz'd, 
In  a  glorious  condition  ; 
Fashion'd  like  our  God  shall  we, 
When  rais'd  up  in  eternity, 
Under  Reeve  and  Muggletoii. 
Fashion'd  like,  &c. 
3. 

Eternal  life  shall  we 
See  in  eternity, 

Lord  Jesus  Christ  died  for  we, 
When  in  mortal  condition  ; 
Fulfilled  lie 
His  own  decree; 
Repriev'd  we  be 
From  everlasting  torments ; 
For  it  we  praise  him  here  below, 
While  mortal  breath  in  us  do  flow, 
Under  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  if,  &c« 
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4. 

Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  pure, 

His  blood  T  drink  1  am  sure ; 

The  third  record  I  glory  in, 

It  is  those  truths  I  feed  on ; 

There  is  reveal' d, 

If  it's  believd, 

Salvation  seal'd, 

To  every  true  believer; 

These  are  those  joys  I  now  possess, 

Salvation  lays  within  my  breast, 

Under  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

0 

These  are,  &c. 
5. 

To  truth  I'll  firmly  stand 

Against  reason's  hand ; 

Although  the  serpent  bruise  my  heel, 

My  God  his  head  has  broken ; 

Now  I'll  not  fear 

Reason  here, 

Ever  severe, 

My  faith  it  will  support  me ; 

For  God  he  has  made  choice  of  me, 
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To  praise  him  in  eternity, 
Under  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  God,  &c. 

Henry  Thomas  P[ckersgill. 

SIXTY-SEVENTH  SONG. 

Could  the  law  give  salvation,  Christ  never  had  died 
Nor  have  surfer  d  that  passion  with  a  spear  in 
his  side ; 

But  to  shew  forth  his  power,  and  redeem  his  own, 
He  descended  to  this  earth,  from  his  heavenly 
throne ; 

And  when  he  had  performed  that  great  mystery, 
Swift  as  thought  he  ascended  to  heaven  so  high. 
2. 

Let  your  faith  then  be  strong,  tho'  this  world  us 
despise, 

Tho5  we  sink  in  this  orb,  in  the  next  we  shall  rise 

To  a  glorious  throne  and  a  place  that  is  sure, 

To  a  heavenly  kingdom  that  shall  ever  endure ; 

Where  saints  and  blest  angels  hallelujahs  shall  sing 

And  for  ever  sing  the  praise  of  our  heavenly  king. 

Ann  Weeks. 

SIXTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 

In  Christ  in  whom  we  do  believe, 
It  is  him  our  souls  do  love ; 
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It's  Christ  alone  became  a  son, 

To  his  own  power  above ; 
It's  Christ  himself  that  suffered  death 

Upon  a  cursed  tree, 
And  it  is  Christ  that  will  raise  the  saints, 

To  dwell  eternally. 

2. 

Our  blessed  Saviour  did  not  fly, 

From  death,  when  offered  him, 
But  willingly  he  did  comply, 

To  suffer  for  our  sins ; 
Oh !  here  was  love,  was  matchless  love, 

Our  God  had  before  design'd, 
To  suffer  a  dreadful  death, 

To  redeem  elect  mankind. 
3. 

If  God  himself  had  not  prepar  d 

For  death,  no  man  alone 
Would  ere  have  spilt  his  precious  blood, 

No  more  than  break  his  bones; 
By  this  we  see,  devils  were  confin'd, 

And  by  true  faith  we  know, 
A  chain  they'll  have,  when  rais'd  from  the 
grave, 

That  will  bind  them  here  below. 

h2 
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4. 

By  this  our  faith,  we  likewise  see, 

That  Christ,  by  his  own  power, 
Will  raise  the  saints  to  dwell  with  him  ; 

Then  comes  the  happy  hour, 
When  we  shall  see  ourselves  set  free, 

While  the  devils  here  below, 
For  all  their  cursed  cruel  deeds, 

Must  suffer  an  endless  woe. 
5. 

All  true  believers,  join  with  me, 

Rejoice  both  rich  and  poor, 
Let's  make  no  difference  here  below, 

Our  God  made  none,  I'm  sure ; 
He  suffer' d  death  for  all  the  elect, 

Upon  a  cursed  tree, 
And  those  that  do  believe  in  him, 

Tho'  poor,  may  be  set  free. 

Mary  Outridge. 

SIXTY-NINTH  SONG. 
Christ,  thou  dear  redeeming  king, 
You  salvation  down  did  bring ; 
But  when  you  to  death  did  go, 
Mercy,  mercy,  few  did  know. 
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2. 

But  when  mercy  rais'd  its  head, 
Many  souls  rose  from  the  dead, 
And  God's  wonders  great  did  show, 
Which  made  mercy,  mercy  flow. 
3. 

Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Was,  through  mercy,  in  death  lost ; 
But  your  power  did  regain, 
Mercy,  mercy  lost  it's  plain. 

4. 

For  when  that  you  soar'd  above, 
And  did  send  down  in  your  love, 
The  cloven  tongues  of  fire  here, 
Mercy,  mercy  did  appear. 

5. 

For  by  justice  all  must  die, 
But  to  mercy  we  can  fly  ; 
Now  Christ's  blood  has  set  us  free, 
Mercy,  mercy  we  can  see. 

6. 

Blest  the  soul  by  mercy  crown' d, 
Curst  the  soul  by  justice  bound ; 
Xow's  the  time  from  wrath  to  fly, 
To  mercy,  mercy  liberty. 

h3 
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7. 

For  the  soul  by  mercy  blest, 
He  has  enter  d  in  God's  rest; 
For  in  mercy  God  rest  found, 
Mercy,  mercy,  love  has  crown' d. 
8. 

Mercy  is  that  sovereign  king, 
Which  true  balsam  here  does  bring- 
To  a  soul  by  justice  bound  ; 
Mercy,  mercy  heals  that  wound. 
9. 

Oh  !  thou  great  and  mighty  king, 
Who  thy  mercies'  praise  can  sing 
Like  the  soul  set  free  from  hell ! 
Mercy,  mercy  he  can  tell. 

]0. 

When  for  sin  we  lost  are  found, 
Then  does  grace,  grace  abound ; 
And  from  hell  our  souls  are  free, 
Mercy,  mercy  we  can  see. 

11. 

For  wThen  time  is  at  an  end, 
We  to  mercy  shall  ascend, 
And  in  harmony  of  love, 
Mercy,  mercy  praise  above. 

Boyer  Glov 
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SEVENTIETH  SONG. 
Let  us  with  lifted  voices  sing, 
To  Jesus,  our  great  God  and  king, 
Who  doth  such  boundless  mercy ^shew., 
To  us  poor  mortals  here  below ; 
Since  he  alone  has  set  us  free. 
We'll  join  in  love  and  liberty. 
*.  , 

Our  God  descended  from  above, 
And  left  his  great  celestial  throne, 
To  purchase  life  for  Adam's  seed  ; 
He  cloth' d  himself  with  flesh  and  bone, 
And  nailed  upon  a  cursed  tree, 
To  bear  down  death's  supremacy. 
3. 

He  is  the  champion  of  our  hope, 
On  whom  alone  we  do  depend  ; 
His  matchless  love  to  us  was  shewn, 
When  with  his  life,  he  sav'd  his  friend  ; 
Let  us  adore  his  majesty, 
Who  gave  us  life  and  liberty. 

Let  ail  who  of  his  love  partake, 

Bit  down  beneath  this  shady  vine, 
h4 
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And  sing  the  praises  of  our  God ; 
Let  us  in  sweetest  concert  join, 
Above  the  sky  our  notes  will  raise, 
To  sing  the  Lamb's  new  song  of  praise. 

Philip  Lathorp. 

SEVENTY- FIRST  SONG. 
Faith,  like  a  sovereign  balsam  sure, 
The  wounds  of  sin  does  perfect  cure, 
Wipes  all  our  sorrows  quite  away, 
x\ssures  us  of  eternal  day ; 
Come  saints,  adore  elective  love, 
For  we  shall  reign  in  realms  above. 
2. 

Substantial  are  those  joys  serene, 
Which  can  by  faith  alone  be  seen, 
Laid  up  for  Adam's  sons  in  store, 
Where  we  shall  shine  when  time's  no  more, 
Come  saints,  &c. 

a. 

The  faithful  in  the  first  record 
Believ'd  Jehovah,  their  great  Lord, 
Would  in  his  time  pure  flesh  assume, 
In  the  chaste  virgin's  blessed  womb. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
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4. 

Believers  in  the  next  record, 
Believed  Christ,  the  Son  of  God, 
Was  nailed  to  a  cursed  tree, 
And  crown'd  with  thorns  of  infamy. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
5. 

The  last  record  is  now  on  earth, 
Declar'd.  by  prophets  of  great  worth ; 
No  more  there'll  be  till  Christ  descends, 
To  put  to  time  a  final  end. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
6. 

Now  God's  great  mystery  is  done, 
The  Father  was  the  only  Son  ; 
And  he's  the  Holy  Ghost  we  see, 
One  glorious  God,  with  titles  three. 
Come  saints,  &c. 

7. 

If  life  eternal  'tis  to  know, 
The  very  God  while  here  below, 
To  Christ  alone  then  let  us  sing, 
For  he's  our  only  God  and  king. 
Come  saints,  &c. 

H  5 
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8. 

Not  knowing,  must  be  endless  pain. 
When  Christ  our  God  does  come  again. 
The  tares  and  wheat  will  sever'd  be, 
According  to  his  great  decree. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
9. 

The  seed  of  faith  will  then  arise, 
All  glorious  bodies  with  surprise, 
Like  unto  him,  their  only  Lord, 
Singing  new  songs  with  one  accord. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
10. 

Then  faith  will  quite  bear  the  sway? 
For  when  we  see  that  glorious  day5 
>Sight  will  our  ravish' d  souls  employ. 
In  pure  divine  seraphic  joy. 
Come  saints,  &c. 

11. 

Fruition  then  will  perfect  be, 
Each  blessed  saint  his  God  will  see ; 
Redeeming  love  we'll  all  adore, 
In  those  bless' d  mansions  evermore. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
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12. 

Reason  will  here  with  reason  lie, 
Howling  to  all  eternity ; 
A  burning  sand  their  bed  will  be, 
And  dying,  live  eternally. 
Come  saints,  &c. 
13. 

Jesus,  our  God,  '  Come,  come  away/ 
Our  souls  do  long  to  hear  thee  say, 
'  Swiftly  ascend,  my  seed,  above, 
Surrounding  me  your  God  of  love. 
Come  saints,  &c. 

14. 

'*  Enter  into  your  Lord's  great  joy, 
Where  nothing  ever  can  annoy ; 
Eternal  love  alone  will  be 
Our  theme  to  all  eternity/ 
Come  saints,  &c. 

William  Miller. 

SEVENTY-SECOND  SONG. 
(Tune,  *  Upon  a  Summer's  evening  clear.") 

My  soul  doth  glorious  scenes  discern, 
Since  I  by  faith  do  see 
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My  God  by  his  almighty  arm, 

Salvation  wrought  for  me  ; 
I  see  he  left  his  glorious  throne, 

And  died  for  me  here ; 
The  eternal  God  did  man  become, 
And  paid  the  ransom  dear. 
And  paid,  &c. 

2. 

He  entered  the  virgin's  womb, 

And  there  he  did  transmute 
His  spiritual  body  into  seed, 

Christ  Jesus  was  the  fruit ; 
Of  that  blest  seed  which  there  dissolv'd, 

With  which  the  virgin  s  united  then ; 
Her  seed  the  Godhead  spirit  clothed 

With  a  garment  pure  and  clean. 
With,  &c. 

3. 

Which  was  a  body  of  flesh  and  bone, 
That  he  perfect  man  might  be; 

And  when  he  was  of  age  mature, 
He  died  upon  a  tree ; 

By  reason's  sons  my  God  was  slainr 
His  spirit  then  did  die, 
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That  his  elect  with  him  might  reign 
To  all  eternity. 

To  all,  &c. 

4. 

The  great  Creator,  Jacob's  God, 

Is  my  Redeemer  dear ; 
It  was  he  alone  the  wine-press  trod, 

When  the  Godhead  died  here ; 
He  has  nail'd  my  sins  unto  his  cross, 

And  cancell'd  all  my  guilt; 
And  now  my  soul  is  at  no  loss, 

Since  I  see  God's  blood  was  spilt. 
Since  I,  &c. 

5. 

Tho*  my  sins  were  as  the  scarlet  dye, 

They  are  as  white  as  wool  become ; 
I  have  sought  for  them,  but  none  could  spy; 

They  all  away  are  done; 
The  blood  of  God  hath  wash'd  my  soul, 

And  cleansed  me  from  sin ; 
That  sovereign  balm  hath  made  me  whole, 

And  taken  out  death's  sting. 
And  taken,  &c. 
6. 

And  now  my  prayers  are  turn'd  to  praise, 
My  God  he  doth  me  love; 
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He'll  come  once  more  my  soul  to  raise, 
Then  I'll  soar  with  him  above ; 

Then  I  his  glorious  face  shall  see, 
A  new  song  of  praise  shall  sing ; 

But,  eternity  too  short  will  be 
To  praise  my  glorious  king. 
To  praise,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

SEVENTY-THIRD  SONG. 

Oh  !  what  a  sight  it  is  to  see 
Eternal  God  did  die  for  me ; 
He  suffer' d  death  upon  a  tree, 
That  I  might  live  eternally. 

2. 

Infinite  power  he  did  bring  down, 
When  here  he  vail'd  his  Godhead  crown ; 
No  other  way  but  this,  I  can 
See,  how  he  was  both  God  and  man. 
3. 

The  eternal  Father  died  most  sure 
Within  a  virgin's  womb  so  pure, 
And  quicken' d  in  humanity 
The  essence  of  eternity. 
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4. 

When  the  devils  put  my  God  to  death, 
And  he  resign  d  his  sacred  breath, 
The  eternal  spirit  then  did  die, 
The  fountain  of  infinity. 

The  world  of  their  three  may  boast5 
But  I'll  adore  the  Lord  of  hosts  ; 
Who  for  his  seed  did  chuse  to  die, 
That  we  might  live  eternally. 

6. 

1  know  my  life  is  hid  in  him, 
His  death  aton'd  for  all  my  sin ; 
From  cursed  envy  I'm  set  free, 
I'm  longing  for  eternity. 

7. 

And  now  my  soul  flows  o'er  in  praise 
To  Christ,  the  ancientest  of  days; 
Redeemer  dear,  I'll  praise  thy  name, 
Eternally  I'll  sound  thy  fame. 

John  Peat, 

SEVENTY-FOURTH  SONG. 
The  Lord  is  God,  none  else  can  be ; 
How  say  some  then,  that  there  are  three  ? 
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If  Christ  be  God,  (which  most  do  own,) 
Besides  him  then  there  can  be  none. 
2. 

The  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 
We  see  doth  blind  the  eyes  of  most ; 
But  prais'd  be  God  that  I  do  see, 
Christ  Jesus  is  that  glorious  three. 
3. 

First  as  a  Father  to  create, 
And  after  left  that  glorious  state, 
For  to  redeem  elect  mankind, 
And  so  become  a  Son  I  find. 

4. 

And  by  this  third  and  last  record, 
We  plainly  see  our  blessed  Lord, 
His  Holy  Spirit  forth  did  give 
Unto  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve. 
5. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  and  with  me  join 
To  praise  the  God  that's  so  divine ; 
And  when  from  death  we're  called  on  high, 
We'll  praise  to  all  eternity 

Edward  Fever. 
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SEVENTY- FIFTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  i  Could  the  law  give  salvation.') 

Ttto'  we  live  among  devils,  why  should  we  repine? 
Twas  the  lot  of  our  Master  when  he  was  in  time, 
Whom  they  treated  with  envy,  with  malice  and 
scorn ; 

But  with  Judas  'twas  better  they'd  never  been 
born, 

For  hell  is  their  portion,  as  our  God  has  decreed, 

Both  for  their  grandsire  and  all  his  curst  seed, 
o 

Since  this  is  their  kingdom,  then  here  let  them 
reign, 

Our  glorious  freedom  they  ne'er  can  obtain  ; 
For  their  fathers,  our  God  and  his  prophets  did 
kill, 

And  the  blood  of  the  faithful  their  children  would 
spill ; 

But  our  Lord  shall  descend  from  those  mansions 
above, 

And  for  ever  will  separate  envy  from  love. 
3. 

Then  we  shall  ascend  with  our  God  into  bliss, 
And  leave  these  proud  devils  to  howl  and  to  hiss, 
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In  blackness  of  darkness  for  ever  to  moan ; 
Their  spirits  barr'd  close  in  dark  bodies  will  groan ; 
While  saints  in  pure  raptures  their  God  shall 
adore, 

And  sing  hallelujahs  to  him  evermore. 

Martha  Miller. 

SEVENTY-SIXTH  SONG. 
When  to  false  worship  I  did  go, 

Darkness  opprest  my  mind ; 
And  when  the  law  brought  me  to  woe. 

No  peace  I  there  could  find ; 
But  when  I  saw  the  third  record, 

God's  prophets  they  did  cry, 
'  Forsake  false  worship,  serve  the  Lord* 

And  you  will  never  die/ 

Then  faith  and  reason  they  did  move. 

And  strive  for  mastery, 
And  fain  my  soul  would  have  God's  love, 

x\fraid  I  was  to  die; 
But  this  was  hard  for  to  attain, 

God's  love  I  could  not  see, 
The  guilt  of  conscience  did  remain. 

And  guilt  condemned  me. 
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3. 

I'd  fain  my  conscience  lull'd  to  sleep, 

God's  law  to  pacify ; 
But  justice  made  my  soul  to  weep, 

As  if  God  bad  stood  by; 
Guilt  in  my  soul  appear  d  to  me 

To  be  like  scarlet  dye, 
Until  God's  blood,  by  faith  I  see, 

My  soul  to  sanctify. 

4. 

Oh !  how  astonishing  to  think, 

That  God  he  here  should  die, 
And  give  lost  souls  his  blood  to  drink, 

Their  thirst  to  satisfy ; 
When  Moses  rais'd  the  serpent  up, 

Those  that  the  type  could  see, 
They  of  God's  blood  did  drink  a  sup, 

From  hell  to  set  them  free. 

5. 

The  serpent  seed,  when  they  were  stung? 

They  look'd  and  found  relief, 
Upon  the  serpent  which  there  hung, 

This  eased  their  present  grief; 
Tho'  they  were  heal'd  externally, 

God's  love  they  ne'er  could  know; 
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The  sting  of  conscience  oft  did  cry. 
Which  filFd  their  souls  with>woe. 
6. 

This  dreadful  state  I  once  was  in, 

When  I  was  dark  and  blind ; 
But  God  has  cleans' d  my  soul  from  sin, 

For  mercy  I'm  designed ; 
His  precious  blood  which  here  was  shed, 

Did  like  a  fountain  flow, 
And  tho'  my  soul  with  sin  was  dead, 

By  that  is  heal'd  from  woe. 

7. 

With  joy  my  soul  does  now  abound, 

Redeeming  love  to  see; 
But  oh !  what  joys  when  we  surround 

God  in  eternity, 
And  homage  pay  to  my  great  king 

For  his  redeeming  love, 
And  feed  on  that  eternal  spring, 

Dear  Jesus  Christ  above. 

8. 

When  that  I  in  the  grave  do  fall, 

To  soar  above  the  skies, 
As  swift  as  thought  my  God  will  call, 

As  swift  I  shall  arise ; 
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And  then  my  soul  will  sit  secure, 

No  reason  there  will  be, 
My  glorious  joys  for  to  alloy 

To  all  eternity. 

9. 

I  look'd  and  saw  the  tree  of  life 

In  bitter  agony, 
I  saw  curs' d  devils  all  at  strife, 

When  God  died  on  a  tree ; 
I  saw  the  sun  was  darken* d, 

Which  was  God's  flesh,  I  know ; 
When  he  fulfill'd  his  royal  word, 

The  blood  from  him  did  flow. 

10. 

The  writings  which  against  me  stood, 

It  was  God's  law,  I  see; 
But  God  has  shed  his  precious  blood, 

And  slew  the  law  in  me ; 
I  see  it  nail'd  upon  a  cross 

When  Christ  was  crucified ; 
And  now  my  soul  is  at  no  loss, 

For  God  for  me  has  died. 

Boyer  Glover. 


214 


SONGS. 


SEVENTY-SEVENTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  i  Love,  what  art  thou  that's  so  divinely  bent.') 

Faith  is  a  glorious  crown  for  to  behold, 
A  crown  of  blessings,  not  a  crown  of  gold ; 
A  crown  of  pearls  that  shine  so  clear  and  bright, 
Bringing  all  saints  to  everlasting  light. 
A  crown,  &c. 

2. 

Thro'  faith  alone  all  saints'  rejoices  are, 
Of  everlasting  life,  thro'  God's  great  care, 
In  sending  his  two  witnesses  for  to  declare  his 
name : 

Look  in  the  Revelations,  and  there  you'll  find  the 
same. 
In  sending,  &c. 

3. 

F aith  is  a  choice  and  precious  thing, 
Bringing  all  saints  before  their  heavenly  king; 
A  king  of  glory,  as  saints  by  faith  do  see, 
A  personal  God,  but  not  in  persons  three. 
A  king,  &c. 
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4. 

Therefore  doth  faith  alone  out  of  them  spring, 
And  God  to  them  hath  given  a  blessing; 
Because  thou  art  faithful  on  this  wicked  earth, 
Thou  shalt  ascend  to  everlasting  mirth. 
Because  thou,  &c. 

5. 

Unto  that  glorious  throne  which  is  on  high, 
Full  of  triumph  and  everlasting  joy ; 
Not  like  reason  that  on  this  earth  must  be 
Burning  in  hell  to  all  eternity. 
Not  like,  &c. 

6. 

Faith  is  a  pearl  which  kings  cannot  retain  ; 
Faith  is  attain' d,  but  not  by  learned  men  ; 
Faith  is  an  eye  which  makes  saints  see  so  clear ; 
Faith's  a  saint's  life,  and  death  they  need  not 
fear. 
Faith  is,  &c. 

t 

Faith  is  a  pearl  which  in  man's  heart  doth  lie ; 
Faith's  an  assurance  of  eternal  joy; 
Faith  is  a  purge,  which  to  all  saints  is  given ; 
Faith's  a  saint's  life,  because  it  comes  from  heaven. 
Faith  is,  &c. 

William  Tomkinsox. 
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SEVENTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 
Whilst  I  by  faith  can  soar  above, 
And  view  the  object  of  my  love  ; 
I  see  that  God  who  died  for  me, 
Now  reigns  in  power  and  majesty. 
2. 

I  see  that  head  now  wear  the  crown, 
Which  once  in  glory  he  laid  down, 
This  glorious  mystery  to  complete, 
And  death  lies  conquer  d  at  his  feet. 
3. 

Not  long  ere  he  will  come  once  more, 
Then  will  my  love  in  joys  flow  o'er, 
When  I  that  glorious  face  shall  see, 
That  has  redemption  wrought  for  me. 
4. 

What  raptures  do  those  saints  possess, 
That  can  this  heavenly  mystery  see; 
No  mortal  can  the  like  express, 
But  those  that  share  the  same  with  me. 
5. 

To  know  my  God,  is  bread  divine, 
With  which  my  hungry  soul  is  feed; 
For  since  this  glorious  truth  I've  seen, 
I  am  supplied  with  living  bread. 
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6. 

By  faith  I  see  my  God  above, 
Who  once  did  suffer  on  a  tree, 
And  did  descend  in  tender  love, 
And  took  on  him  mortality. 

&     '  ■  v.   7..       ;  - 

Clothed  in  flesh,  with  blood  and  bone, 
That  glorious  garment  he  put  on, 
The  wine-press  of  his  wrath  he  tread, 
And  thus  he  broke  the  serpent's  head. 
8. 

His  soul  they  pierced  with  a  spear, 
Till  blood  and  water  gushed  out ; 
With  which  my  conscience  is  made  clear, 
My  soul  from  guilt  is  purg'd  throughout. 
9. 

Who  can  such  heavenly  scenes  behold, 
And  not  be  ravish' d  at  the  sight ! 
Serpents  may  please  themselves  with  gold, 
But  this  alone  is  my  delight. 

10. 

No  more  proud  reason  dare  presume 
Unto  this  glorious  mount  to  go ; 
To  stand  with  faith  there  is  not  room ; 
No,  thou  shalt  hold  an  ass  below. 


218  SONGS. 

11. 

No  clouds  shall  over- top  my  joy, 
No  guilt  of  sin  my  peace  annoy  , 
When  I  from  reason  am  set  free, 
Enjoying  perfect  liberty. 

12. 

Yet  now  I  set  me  down  and  sing, 
And  rest  my  soul  beneath  the  shade ; 
My  faith  is  firmly  built  on  him? 
The  rock  that's  in  Mount  Zion  laid, 
13. 

Tho'  I  lay  sleeping  long  in  dust, 
And  many  ages  may  survive ; 
Yet  I  in  Christ  shall  safely  rest, 
Because  in  him  I  am  sure  to  rise. 

Margaret  Thomas. 

SEVENTY- NINTH  SONG. 
Faith's  the  balsam  like  the  olive  green, 

Assures  the  soul  of  life ; 
Will  cure  the  lethargy  of  sin, 

And  ends  all  needless  strife ; 
If  with  the  heart  you  can  believe, 

Then  fancy,  why  op  press' d  ? 
This  last  commission  of  J  ohn  Reevs, 

Your  mind  will  be  at  rest. 
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2. 

Rouse  then,  my  soul,  with  saints  to  sing 

To  Christ  our  only  God, 
And  praise  this  everlasting  king, 

Who  left  divine  abode  ; 
Highly  he  honour' d  Mary's  womb, 

Dissolv'd  himself  in  seed ; 
Where  secretly  he  lay  entomb' d, 

The  immortal  God  indeed. 

3. 

Oh !  matchless  love,  unbounded  grace, 

That  God  should  man  become ; 
And  man  alone  was  in  God's  place, 

While  he  became  a  son  ; 
In  wonder  lost,  my  soul  above, 

Feasts  by  true  faith  upon 
This  great  eternal  God  of  love, 

Whose  mystery  is  done. 

4. 

By  Judas  was  the  God  of  bliss, 

In  Bethlehem's  garden  fair, 
Betray'd  with  a  dissembling  kiss, 

As  scripture  doth  declare ; 
A  multitude,  with  warlike  bands, 

Hurried  our  Lord  away, 
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With  vile,  outrageous,  impious  hands, 
Before  his  judge  that  day. 

5. 

False  witnesses  were  ready  soon, 

The  devil  and  his  friends, 
Sufficient  none  to  seal  his  doom ; 

Then  how  to  gain  their  ends, 
This  question  put,  if  Christ  could  be 

(No  longer  now  at  strife) 
The  Son  of  G  od  ?  that's  blasphemy ! 

Resolve  to  take  his  life. 

6. 

What  Satan  would  in  heaven  have  done, 

Environ' d  thus  around, 
On  earth  is  finish' d  by  his  Son : 

By  reason  guilty  found, 
Condemn'd  to  die  without  relief, 

Tho'  innocent  he  stands; 
They  scourge  and  whip  him  like  a  thief, 

Now  in  their  devilish  hands. 

7. 

Pilate  proceeds,  his  sentence  read, 

That  ignominious  death ; 
Christ  here  a  sacrifice  was  made, 

With  thieves  resign' d  his  breath  ; 
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Crowned  wtth  thorns  of  great  disgrace, 

His  royal  head  it  bled ; 
The  purple  gore  ran  down  his  face, 

And  soon  he  bow'd  his  head. 

8. 

Then  with  a  spear  they  piere'd  his  side, 

They  thirsted  still  for  more ; 
The  streams  flow'd  from  his  wounds  so  wide, 

To  fill  their  hellish  score : 
Thus  Israel's  mighty  God  was  dead, 

No  kind  of  life  remain'd; 
His  valuable  blood  was  shed; 

The  earth  was  with  it  stain  d. 
9. 

The  eternal  Spirit  did  resign 

Unto  the  victor's  power ; 
Tho'  they  could  not  our  God  confine, 

For  in  that  very  hour, 
Swifter  than  thought  he  rose  again, 

As  he  before  decreed ; 
Eternal  life  he  did  regain, 

For  his  own  faithful  seed. 

10. 

The  great  Elijah  did  come  down 
To  attend  his  gracious  God; 
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Immediately  roll'dback  the  stone, 
The  keepers  trembling  stood; 

Seiz'd  they  were  with  guilt  and  fear, 
To  see  what  here  was  done  \ 

So  bright  these  angels  did  appear, 
They  to  the  senate  run. 

11. 

Large  gifts  they  gave,  secret  to  keep, 

And  said,  '  reveal  to  none  f 
His  disciples  stole  him  when  asleep, 

What  has  this  night  been  done  : 
Thus  devils,  tho'  convinc'd  will  be, 

But  devils  still  the  same, 
Their  portion's  dark  eternity, 

In  never  ending  pain. 

12. 

Our  God's  ascended  now  on  high, 

x\nd  triumph' d  over  death, 
Leading  captive  captivity, 

And  was,  O  death,  thy  death. 
Since  we  are  heaven-born,  let's  sing 

Praises,  and  still  adore 
This  great  eternal  God  and  king, 

Both  now  and  evermore. 
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13. 

The  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Those  glorious  titles  three ; 
One  person  answers  still  at  most. 

From  all  eternity ; 
Whose  powerful  word  made  man,  who  came 

From  dead  and  senseless  dust, 
A  pure  and  un defiled  frame, 

From  his  great  God  at  first, 
14. 

He  was  throughout  by  sin  dehTd, 

But  God  his  promise  gave, 
Who  came  in  flesh,  and  death  has  foiFd, 

His  lost  elect  to  save ; 
Each  faithful  soul  does  here  receive 

Their  pardon  and  remission, 
By  mighty  Muggleton  and  Reeve's 

Most  powerful  commission. 

15. 

My  dearest  friends,  beware  to  sever 

Those  messengers  of  God; 
Our  Lord  he  join'd  them  both  together, 

One  glorious  path  they  trod  ; 
God's  form  and  nature  both  inform, 

Divine  content  to  be  \ 
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Bright  burning  glory  did  adorn 
His  form  eternally. 

16. 

The  angels'  nature  they  make  known, 

Pure  reason  for  to  be, 
With  Godlike  spiritual  forms  alone, 

In  immortality ; 
Heaven's  glorious  kingdom  is  above, 

That  starry  orb  we  see ; 
Where  Christ  does  reign  in  peace  and  love, 

To  all  eternity. 

17. 

Man  is  the  devil  here  below, 

They  likewise  plainly  prove  ; 
This  earth  will  be  their  hell  we  know, 

From  whence  they'll  ne'er  remove ; 
The  soul  that  sins  shall  surely  die, 

How  vain  does  reason  prate 
While  here  of  immortality, 

In  this  imperfect  state. 

18. 

Then  let  discords  for  ever  cease, 

And  never  more  be  known  ; 
May  all  true  saints  live  here  in  peace, 
Since  the  same  God  we  own : 
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Come,  true  believers,  live  in  love, 
Who  have  those  truths  embrac'd ; 

Rejoice,  for  we  shall  shine  above, 
Behold  him  face  to  face. 

19 

Who  from  the  imperial  throne  above, 

Of  glory  once  again, 
This  glorious  mission  in  great  love, 

Did  give  to  mortal  men ; 
The  prophets  they  are  now  no  more, 

Their  doctrine  still  do  stand ; 
Believe,  His  life  for  evermore ; 

Deny,  your e  surely  damn'd. 

William  Miller. 

EIGHTIETH  SONG. 
On  the  Fourteenth,  Fifteenth  and  Sixteenth  of  February, 
(Tune,  'Dying  Swain.') 

Believers,  now  let  us  rejoice, 

And  tune  our  joyful  lays; 
United  all  with  heart  and  voice, 

On  these  three  happy  days  ; 
On  which  great  Reeve  and  M  uggleton, 

Their  mission  did  recieve 

I 
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From  heaven's  high  exalted  throne, 
Of  glory  we  believe. 

On  which,  &c. 
2. 

To  sing  the  mystery  so  great, 

Of  Christ  our  God  above ; 
Angels  nor  man  can  ne'er  relate 

His  dear  Redeemer's  love ; 
Heaven  descended  into  earth, 

Amazing  'tis  to  tell, 
The  wonders  of  his  lowly  birth, 

Who  here  with  man  did  dwell. 
Heaven,  &c. 
3. 

Immortal  God  thus  man  become, 

He  laid  his  glory  by ; 
And  did  beget  himself  a  son, 

In  pure  mortality : 
A  man  of  sorrows  Christ  was  here, 

Acquainted  much  with  grief ; 
Let  saints  be  fill'd  with  holy  fear, 

'Twas  God  that  brought  relief. 
A  man,  &c. 
4. 

He  conquer'd  sin,  death  and  the  grave^ 
And  now's  ascended  high  j 
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How  mighty  is  our  God  to  save 

His  own  eternally: 
Bright  burning  glories  round  him  shine, 

A  triple  crown  does  grace 
Our  God  and  king  that's  so  divine, 
In  that  most  blessed  place. 
Bright,  &c. 
5. 

Where  myriads  of  angels  sing, 

M  el  odiously  they  raise 
Their  voices  to  that  mighty  king, 

In  pure  seraphic  praise : 
Ere  long  that  last  great  trump  shall  sound, 

Whilst  nature  seems  to  nod; 
' Twill  shake  and  tremble  all  around, 

At  our  approaching  God. 
Ere  long,  &c. 
6. 

The  angels  loudly  will  proclaim, 

That  time  is  now  no  more ; 
Arise,  you  dead  in  Christ  by  name, 

To  joys  for  evermore ; 
Then  shall  the  faithful  seed  ascend, 

Behold  him  face  to  face ; 

i  2 
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Eternal  pleasures  without  end ; 
Oh !  happy  Adam's  race. 
Then,  &c. 
7. 

Reason  adult  will  here  remain, 

This  earth  will  be  their  hell ; 
With  everlasting  grief  and  pain, 

In  horror's  darksome  cell  ; 
While  saints  in  spiritual,  glory  shall, 

New  hallelujahs  raise ; 
And  sing,  O  God  thy  wonders  o'er, 

In  never  ending  praise. 
While,  &c. 

William  Miller. 

EIGHTY-FIRST  SONG. 
Cease,  vain  world,  for  to  declare, 
Your  sinful  souls  immortal  are  ; 
And  were  so  before  Christ  did  die, 
Who  purchas'd  immortality. 

2. 

If  men's  souls  immortal  were, 
Before  our  saviour  Christ  came  here ; 
In  vain,  in  vain  his  blood  was  shed, 
If  that  the  better  part  was  fled. 
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3. 

Call,  deluded  world,  no  more 
Our  Saviour  yours,  if  saved  before ; 
For  if  to  heaven  your  souls  could  fly, 
No  need  had  Christ  for  you  to  die. 
4. 

Sure  Adam's  soul  was  toueh'd  with  sin, 
Or  fear  had  never  enter'd  in ; 
The  soul  that  sins  must  die  therefore, 
And  lay  obscure  till  time's  no  more. 
5. 

When  time's  no  more  our  glorious  Lord, 
The  omnipotent,  speaks  the  word ; 
Then  soul  and  body  both  shall  rise 
To  endless  pain  or  lasting  joys. 

Jambs  Miller. 

EIGHTY-SECOND  SONG. 
Comb,  all  select  souls, 
That  delight  in  full  bowls 
Of  celestial  wine  from  that  fountain, 
Which  never  is  dry, 
But  their  spirits  supply, 
While  the  sun  scorcheth  up  the  high  mountain. 
Which  never,  &c. 

r  3 
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2. 

The  rabbies  do  think, 

Because  we  thus  drink, 
That  we  are  bereft  of  our  reason ; 

But  in  time  they  shall  see 

Who's  in  fault,  they  or  we, 
For  we  never  can  drink  out  of  season. 
But  in,  &c. 

3. 

For  this  we  well  know, 
When  our  cup  does  thus  flow, 
Our  transports  are  sweet  and  exceeding 
All  that  reason  can  frame, 
Or  on  earth  can  be  nam'd; 
Thus  you  see  our  drinking' s  believing. 
All  that,  &c. 

4. 

Likewise  we  do  eat 

Of  that  spiritual  meat, 
That  preserves  our  dear  souls  from  all  hunger, 

Whilst  the  devils  are  starv'd, 

And  must  have  their  reward, 
When  that  we  are  parted  asunder. 
Whilst,  &c. 
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5. 

Then  let's  rejoice  all  and  sing  ( 

To  our  heavenly  king, 
That  so  of  his  bounty  doth  feed  us ; 

For  we  live  here  to  die, 

To  reign  eternally 
With  that  God  who  hath  bought  and  redeem'd  us. 
For  we,  &c. 

JoHx\  Nichols. 

EIGHTY-THIRD  SONG. 
Come,  true  believers,  join  with  me, 
To  praise  God  for  this  mystery  ; 
For  unto  him  we  should  bestow 
The  love  that  in  our  hearts  do  flow. 
2. 

For  God  he  did  his  love  forth  shew, 
When  he  died  for  the  elect  below ; 
And  it  still  further  did  proclaim, 
"When  from  the  ground  he  rose  again. 
3. 

And  when  ascended  up  on  high, 

In  his  own  glorious  majesty, 

He  did  himself  the  power  resume. 

That  he  had  left  when  in  the  Son. 

I  4 
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4. 

Since  Christ  he  has  such  love  made  known, 
When  he  on  earth  became  a  son  ; 
We  will  admire  and  still  rejoice, 
While  we're  possess' d  of  heart  and  voice. 
5. 

So  now,  my  friends,  rejoice  and  sing, 
Since  we  are  sure  our  heavenly  king 
New  glories  for  us  has  prepar'd, 
That  by  his  prophets  he  declar'd. 
6. 

And  then  our  joys  will  be  divine, 
Ever  in  glory  with  him  to  shine ; 
For  to  be  blest  with  God  above, 
Surely  is  a  wondrous  love, 

Robert  Robinson. 

EIGHTY-FOURTH  SONG. 

Come  saints,  rejoice  with  heart  and  voice, 

To  see  our  God  has  come  down, 
For  to  redeem  his  own  elect, 

Himself  became  a  son ; 
Himself  became  a  son  ; 
And  through  this  mortal  life  did  pass, 

Temptations  did  not  fear; 
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And  on  a  cross  his  blood  was  spilt 
For  them  he  lov'd  so  dear. 
For  them,  &c. 

2. 

Our  Lord  was  dead,  in  sepulchre  laid; 

What  a  glorious  sight  to  see ! 
It  was  the  power  of  his  own  word, 
He  rose  by  his  own  decree; 
He  rose  by  his  own  decree ; 
Of  angels  and  men  no  help  he  had, 

For  none  there  could  not  be ; 
But,  by  the  power  of  his  own  word, 
Our  God  rose  perfectly. 
Our  God,  &c. 

3. 

Now  he  is  risen  from  the  grave, 

And  was  seen  by  men ; 
Dead  bodies  rose  that  were  near, 

x\nd  in  the  city  came  ; 
And'  in  the  city  came  ; 
Which  made  the  people  for  to  say, 

The  son  of  God  they'd  slain ; 
But  they  not  long  did  stay, 

Went  back  to  their  graves  again. 
Went  back,  &c. 
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4. 

This  was  not  all  that  reason  did, 
For  the  disciples  they  did  kill ; 
And  many  saints  did  share  the  same  fate, 
Their  precious  blood  they  spilt. 
Their  precious  blood  they  spilt. 
When  all  is  o'er  and  time's  no  more, 

Then,  what  will  reason  say, 
To  see  us  rise  before  their  eyes, 
While  they  in  darkness  lay  ! 
While,  &c. 

5. 

Our  God  is  risen  up  on  high, 

In  glorious  splendour  shines ; 
And  seat  to  us  the  third  record, 

By  two  champions  that  are  divine ; 
By  two  champions  that  are  divine; 
John  Reeve  and  Muggleton  I  mean, 

Two  prophets  that  were  pure  ; 
And  all  that  doth  believe  the  same, 

Their  souls  are  made  secure. 
Their,  &c. 

6. 

Blessed  are  they  who  can  but  see, 
Once  more  our  God  will  come, 
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To  his  elect  whom  he  respects, 
And  for  to  call  us  home, 
And  for  to  call  us  home  ; 
Then  patiently  wait  and  you'll  be  great, 

With  angels  and  saints  divine ; 
Where  they  sing  the  new  song,  which  will  be 
long, 

While  we  in  chorus  join. 
While  we,  &c. 

Thomas  Pickeesgill. 

EIGHTY- FIFTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  'As  I  was  a  walking*  for  my  recreation.') 

What  wonders  great  my  soul  doth  see, 
When  the  seed  spring  doth  arise  in  me ; 
Water  of  life  so  sweet  doth  flow, 
I  have  heavenly  peace,  and  faith  doth  grow 
Water  of  life,  &e. 

2. 

Then  I  my  God  can  comprehend,, 
Who  is  my  great  eternal  friend ; 
He  left  his  glorious  throne  on  high, 
And  for  Adam's  seed  came  down  to  die. 
He  left  his,  &c. 
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3. 

The  eye  and  hand  of  faith  doth  find 
Sweet  food  for  to  refresh  my  mind ; 
Now  I  my  God  in  three  paths  can  trace, 
I  admire  his  mercy  and  free  grace. 
Now  J,  &c. 

4. 

My  God  eternally  did  shine, 
In  a  glorious  person  all  divine; 
His  nature  is  all  faith  I'm  sure, 
Above  measure,  and  is  all  power. 
His  nature,  &c. 

5. 

He  purer  is  than  purest  gold, 
A  bright  glorious  person  to  behold; 
A  garment  down  to  his  feet  doth  wear. 
More  transparent  shines  than  crystal  clear. 
A  garment,  &c. 

6. 

He  softer  is  than  softest  down, 
Crown'd  with  a  most  glorious  immortal  crown 
Sweeter  than  sweetest  roses  fine, 
Purer  than  snow  is  my  God  divine. 
Sweeter  than,  &c. 
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7. 

Swifter  than  thought  he  did  entomb 
Himself  within  the  virgin's  womb ; 
So  that  our  God  he  enter'd  there, 
Before  the  virgin  was  aware. 
So  that,  &c. 

8. 

But  by  a  wonderful  change  in  her  soul  soon, 
She  felt  him  convert  to  flesh,  blood  and  bone; 
For  there  he  dissolv'd  into  seed, 
Which  the  virgin's  mix'd,  as  he  had  decreed. 
For  there,  &c. 

9. 

Without  desire  her  seed  she  shed, 
Which  cloth'd  the  very  God's  Godhead; 
Thus  of  her  he  took  Abraham's  seed  alone, 
And  cloth'd  himself  with  flesh,  blood  and  bone. 
Thus  of,  &c. 

10. 

This  mystery  of  God's  becoming  flesh, 
The  tongues  of  men  nor  angels  can't  fully  ex- 
press, 

Neither  can  comprehend  it  fully ; 
So  wonderful  deep  is  this  great  mystery  ! 
Neither  can,  &c. 
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11. 

His  own  glory,  power,  justice  and  love, 
Did  move  my  God  to  come  down  from  above 
To  be  made  capable  to  die ; 
That  we  might  live  with  him  on  high. 
To  be,  &c. 

12. 

Oh !  this  was  my  God,  the  eternal  God, 
Who  alone  by  himself  the  wine-press  trod ; 
Justice  was  made  wrath  with  sin  indeed, 
This  made  my  God  come  down  to  bleed. 
Justice  was,  &c. 

13. 

His  own  righteous  law  he  walked  through, 
Which  none  but  a  God  of  all  po  wer  could  do  ; 
Upon  a  cross  my  God  did  die, 
His  justice  for  to  satisfy. 
Upon  a,  &c. 

14. 

Great  darkness  did  overspread  the  globe ; 
All  nature  trembled  when  my  God 
Upon  a  cross  resign' d  his  breath, 
When  the  eternal  Spirit  enter'd  death. 
Upon  a,  &c. 
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15. 

By  his  death,  over  death  he  gain'd  victory, 
So  became  death's  death  to  set  us  free ; 
Death  was  too  weak  my  God  to  detain, 
His  own  powerful  word  rais'd  him  again. 
Death  was,  &c. 

16. 

Thus  my  God  hath  broke  the  serpent's  head, 
Who'll  be  always  dying,  yet  never  dead ; 
The  pit  reason  dug,  he  is  fell  in  I  see, 
And  he  is  justly  damn'd  eternally. 
The  pit,  &c. 

17. 

This  victorious  God  almighty  of  love, 
Is  ascended  to  his  bright  throne  above, 
Where  he  reigns  in  power  and  bright  majesty 
Praise  him  all  saints  eternally. 
Where  he,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt, 
EIGHTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  *  Young  Nancy  one  morn.') 

Hail!  hail !  this  new  day, 
And  your  voices  display ; 
Let  them  pierce  through  the  natural  sky, 
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And  feed  upon  him, 
Who's  the  fountain  and  spring ; 
From  whom  floweth  joys  from  on  high. 
And  feed,s&c. 

2 

Hail!  prophets  sublime, 
Who  hath  brought  truth  divine, 
From  heavens  imperial  throne ; 
Which  the  great  prophet  Reeve, 
In  commission  receiv'd, 
And  imparts  to  the  faithful  alone. 
Which  the,  &c. 

3 

The  first  day  behold, 

The  Lord  did  unfold, 
From  a  glimpse  of  his  heavenly  light; 

Revelation  did  show, 

The  secrets  which  flow, 
In  scripture  true  prophets  did  write. 
Revelation  did,  &c. 

4 

In  the  second  appeal, 
The  Lord  did  reveal, 
And  made  him  obedient  to  know; 
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Experience  should  tell, 
Both  heaven  and  hell : 
Lord  where  thou  would'st  have  me  I'll 
Experience  should,*  &e. 
5 

Tn  the  third,  let  my  verse 
\s  truly  rehearse, 
Wlat  the  two  former  enjoin ; 
And  what  hell  conceal' d, 
Eeaven  once  more  reveal'd, 
In  tvo  prophets  both  true  and  divine. 
And  what,  &c. 

6. 

Trie  believers,  then  raise 

Yoir  voices  in  praise, 
To  Clrist,  our  redeemer  and  king  ; 

For  he's  God  alone, 

Eternally  one, 
To  him  we'll  eternally  sing. 
For  he's,  &c. 

7. 

On  this  side  the  grave 
Afflictions  we  have ; 
His  merciful  trials  of  love ; 


242  songs* 

The  humbler  we  be, 
The  higher  will  he 
Raise  us  in  his  kingdom  above. 
The  humbler,  &c. 

8. 

All  glory  and  praise, 

The  rest  of  our  days, 
To  him  we'll  ascribe  evermore, 

Who  will  rescue  our  breath 

From  the  power  of  death, 
For  ever  to  praise  and  adore. 
Who  will,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

EIGHTY-SEVENTH  SONG 
You  saints  and  servants  of  the  Lori, 

That  do  his  word  obey ; 
Who  by  this  third  and  last  record, 

Are  taught  the  righteous  way. 
2. 

In  spirit  and  in  truth,  as  thus, 

To  worship  him  alone, 
As  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 

In  one  divine  person. 
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3. 

First  sing  his  praise,  as  he  is  God, 

The  father  of  us  all ; 
Then  as  he  by  his  precious  blood, 

Has  freed  us  out  of  thrall. 
4. 

Bow  as  he  is  the  Holy  Ghost, 

Who  sanctifies  we  find; 
Sing  praise  to  Christ  the  Lord  of  hosts, 

With  heart  and  cheerful  mind. 
5. 

Three  witnesses  in  heaven  are, 

Who  bear  a  true  record; 
x\nd  he  thereby  is  made  appear 

To  be  both  God  and  Lord. 
6. 

The  Father  by  creation, 

Him  for  to  be,  doth  show ; 
And  by  redemption  the  son, 

That  he  is  God  we  know. 
7. 

Likewise  by  sanctiflcation, 

It  plainly  is  made  known, 
To  him  the  glory  doth  belong, 

And  to  no  other  one. 
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8. 

By  works  he  thus  appear  d  as  three, 
Which  witnesseth  right  well, 

Our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  is  he, 
In  whom  all  Godhead  dwell. 
9. 

Eternally  those  virtues  three, 
His  person  doth  contain ; 

Ere  that  the  heavens  created  be, 
Or  he  the  earth  did  frame. 
10. 

Eternal  was  the  Father  thus, 

Eternal  was  the  Son, 
Eternal  was  the  Holy  Ghost, 

In  one  divine  person. 

11. 

Thus  trinity  in  unity, 

Appears  to  be  but  one, 
One  personal  God,  not  persons  three, 

Our  Saviour  Christ  alone. 
12. 

Then  unto  him  eternally, 
All  glory  be  therefore ; 
Yea,  and  our  God  has  titles  three, 
Now,  and  for  evermore. 


Gaskcoyne, 
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EIGHTY-EIGHTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  '  In  ancient  times.') 
How  shall  we,  bounded  here,  adore, 

Lord,  thy  unbounded  love ; 
Or  which  way  can  we  praise  thee  more, 

Until  we  get  above  ? 
Matter  is  gross,  the  world's  confin'd, 

Our  bodies  cannot  flee ; 
In  contemplation,  true,  the  mind 
May  feast  itself  on  thee. 
Matter  is,  &c. 
2. 

When  the  last  trump  shall  raise  the  dead, 

And  reason  here  confin'd; 
The  limbeck  holds  the  dross  and  lead, 

By  chymistry  divine : 
The  world's  the  limbeck ;  matter,  dross ; 

The  bodies  which  confine ; 
Proud  reason's  spirit  is  the  lead ; 

The  chymist,  God  divine. 
The  world,  &c. 
3. 

But,  the  pure  gold,  with  matter  pure. 
Purged  by  fire  will  rise, 
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And  in  its  limbeck  rise  secure ; 

This  is  matter  spiritualiz'd ; 
'Twill  swift  ascend,  the  heavens  rend, 

For  nothing  can  impede ; 
True  faith  will  tend  to  Christ  his  friend, 

For  'tis  like  God  indeed. 

'Twill  swift,  &c. 

James  Miller. 


EIGHTY-NINTH  SONG. 
How  blest  are  the  saints  when  assurd  of  sal- 
vation, 

Whilst  all  the  world  wallows  in  false  alarms, 
Heavenly  raptures  are  our  contemplations, 
New  joys  that  far  exceed  all  earthly  charms. 
2. 

Heaven's  great  majesty  by  our  faith  we  do  see, 

The  glorious  train  that  on  God  doth  attend ; 

Hasten  time,  let  us  fly  to  that  society, 

Where  of  our  joys  there  shall  be  no  end. 

Ann  Weeks. 

NINETIETH  SONG. 

(Tune,  'Cupid,  god  of  soft  persuasions.') 
Christ  my  precious  bleeding  God, 
This  1  by  faith  do  comprehend ; 
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?Twas  he  alone  the  wine-press  trod, 
He  is  my  glorious  God  and  friend . 
'Twas  he,  &c. 
He  is  my,  &c. 

2. 

The  great  Jehovah  did  the  work, 

According  to  his  own  decree, 
He  pour  d  out  his  soul  unto  death, 
For  to  set  his  own  seed  free. 
He  pour  d,  &c. 
For  to  set,  &c. 

3. 

Then  who  can  praise  this  God  enough^ 

That  for  our  ransom  paid  so  dear ; 
His  precious  blood  by  faith  I  see, 

Has  wash'd  my  sinful  soul  quite  clear. 
His  precious,  &c. 
Has  wash'd,  &c. 
4. 

Within  the  silent  grave  I  know 

My  sinful  soul  must  go  to  sleep ; 
Until  my  God  returns  again, 

His  glorious  work  for  to  complete. 
Until  my,  &c. 
His  glorious,  &c. 


248  songs. 

5. 

Then  shall  I  arise  with  the  blest  saints, 

For  then  I  know  the  work  is  done  ; 

A  glorious  army  we  shall  be, 

To  follow  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

A  glorious,  &c. 

To  follow,  &c. 

Avies  Sarah  Toone, 
(Afterwards  Mrs.  Wjlllis.J 

NINETY-FIRST  SONG. 
It  is  by  my  faith  I'm  dictated  to  sing, 
And  that  of  a  person  no  less  than  a  king ; 
Whose  kingdom's  not  here,  tho'  1  see  it's  not  afar, 
Since  his  messengers  come,  my  soul  for  to  cheer. 
Whose  kingdom's,  &c. 

2. 

He  two  messengers  chose,  and  he  gave  them  to 
know, 

That  his  kingdom  was  not  on  this  earth  below; 
But  by  faith  I  can  see,  it  was  in  mortality 
He  was  slain  for  my  sins,  my  soul  to  set  freeo 
But  by,  &c. 

3. 

The  King  of  all  kings,  O  that  is  his  name, 
Tho'  reason,  proud  reason,  they  do  him  defame; 
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They'll  not  be  contented  without  persons  three ; 
But  no  divided  king  e'er  shall  reign  over. 
They'll  not,  &c. 

4. 

They  despis'd  his  kingdom,  and  set  it  at  naught, 
And  my  king,  like  a  lamb,  to  the  slaughter  was 
brought ; 

They  hung  him  on  a  cross,  and  they  pierc'd  him 
I  see, 

Thinking  from  his  power  for  to  get  free. 
They  hung,  &c. 

5. 

When  that  my  king  they  had  certainly  slain, 
And  in  a  sepulchre  three  days  he  had  lain, 
He  rose  up  again,  it  was  by  his  own  decree, 
That  they  from  his  power  no  way  should  get  free. 
He  rose,  &e. 

6. 

Now  this  is  reason's  kingdom,  they  in  splendour 
it  retain, 

Until  that  my  king  he  doth  come  once  again, 
With  a  mighty  host,  his  true  subjects  to  free, 
And  leave  reason  here  to  eternity. 
With  a,  &c.  • 
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7. 

With  weeping  and  wailing  in  horror  to  lie, 
Because  that  my  king  they  do  daily  deny ; 
Whilst  that  his  true  subjects  doth  rejoice,  aye, 
and  sing, 

AH  glory  and  praise  be  to  their  eternal  king. 
Whilst  that,  &e, 

Matthew  Hague. 

NINETY-SECOND  SOXG. 
Curst  devils,  once  with  malice  fill'd, 
The  blood  of  our  dear  God  they  spill'd ; 
But  those  that  caus'd  our  God  to  die, 
Will  all  be  damn'd  eternally. 

Will  all  be,  &c. 

Will  all  be,  &c. 

But  those,  &c. 

Their  children,  the  apostles  kill'd, 
And  the  blood  of  faithful  men  they  spill'd ; 
And  those  that  caus'd  the  saints  to  die, 
Will  all  be  damn'd  eternally. 

Will  all  be,  &c. 

Will  all  be,  &c. 

And  those,  &c. 
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3. 

What  dreadful  horror  there  will  be, 
When  they  are  in  eternity ; 
When  they  blaspheme,  God's  law  will  cry, 
You  are  justly  damn'd  eternally. 

You  are,  &c. 

You  are,  &c. 

When  they,  &c. 

This  thing  within  my  soul  I  see, 
Wrhen  that  God's  law  condemn'd  me ; 
But  now  I  see  God  died  for  me, 
And  I  shall  live  eternally. 

And  1  shall,  &c. 

And  I  shall,  &c. 

But  now,  &c. 

5. 

Our  God  came  down  in  love  to  die, 
His  justice,  for  to  satisfy; 
That  Adam's  seed,  which  here  did  die, 
Might  live  with  him  eternally. 

Might  live,  &c. 

Might  live,  &c. 

That  Adam's,  &c. 
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6. 

A  new  commandment  God  did  give. 
To  love  each  other  while  we  live ; 
That  by  this  love  all  men  might  see, 
That  we  his  true  disciples  be. 

That  we,  &c. 

That  we,  &c. 

That  by,  &c. 

7. 

We  ne'er  are  like  our  God  above, 
But  when  we  are  in  perfect  love ; 
For  it  is  by  love  alone  we  see, 
That  we  shall  live  eternally. 

That  we,  &c. 

That  we,  &c. 

For  it,  &c. 

.8. 

My  sins,  my  God  has  me  forgave, 
With  none  in  envy  now  I  live  ; 
For  I  know  all  that  in  truth  does  die, 
Will  live  with  God  eternally. 

Will  live,  &c. 

Will  live,  &c. 

For  I  know,  &c. 
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9. 

And  all  that  doth  the  truth  despise, 
Above  this  earth  will  never  rise ; 
They  are  doom'd  in  darkness  here  to  be, 
With  cursed  Cain  eternally. 

With  cursed,  &c. 

With  cursed,  &c. 

They  are,  &c. 

10, 

When  the  elements  do  melt  with  heat, 
The  blood  of  God  will  be  so  sweet 
To  faithful  souls  which  here  did  die, 
For  then  they'll  live  eternally. 

For  then,  &c. 

For  then,  &c. 

To  faithful,  &c. 

11. 

When  my  faith  it  soar  d  up  on  high, 
I  saw  God  in  eternity ; 
It  was  then  my  God  he  gave  to  me 
An  earnest  of  eternity. 

An  earnest,  &c. 

An  earnest,  &c. 

It  was,  &c. 
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12. 

And  now  I  am  not  afraid  to  die, 

Nor  in  the  silent  grave  to  lie ; 

For  I  have  wash'd  my  soul  in  my  God's  blood, 

Ani  1  am  ready  for  eternity. 

And  I  am,  &c. 

And  I  am,  &c. 

For  I  have, 

13. 

When  the  bridegroom,  comes  my  lamp  will 
burn, 

1  have  oil  enough  to  serve  my  turn ; 
When  my  lamp  is  lit,  by  God  1  see, 
It  will  burn  to  all  eternity. 

It  will,  &c. 

It  will,  &c. 

When  my,  &c. 

14. 

When  reason's  from  the  grave  set  free, 
They'll  here  in  darkness  ever  be ; 
And  for  want  of  oil  in  their  lamps  I  see, 
They'll  be  damn'd  to  all  eternity. 

They'll  be,  &c. 

They'll  be,  &c. 

And  for,  &c. 
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15. 

No  envy  can  my  peace  destroy, 
Which  here  on  earth  I  now  enjoy; 
For  I  am  compell'd  the  truth  to  see, 
And  am  longing  for  eternity. 

And  am,  &c. 

And  am,  &c. 

For  I  am,  &c. 

16. 

If  I  had  immortality, 

The  face  of  God  I  soon  would  see, 

I'd  fly  above  the  starry  sky, 

To  my  God  in  all  eternity. 

To  my  God,  &c. 

To  my  God,  &c. 

I'd  fly,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

NINETY-THIRD  SONG. 
Let  my  soul  soar  up  on  high, 
And  survey  eternity; 
Where  two  prophets  great  do  tell 
That  a  glorious  God  does  dwell ; 
WTho  came  down  and  here  did  die, 
And  new  lives  eternally. 
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2. 

There  the  faithful  ail  will  dwell, 
When  their  God  calls  them  from  hell. 
That  silent  sleep  of  death, 
Here  upon  this  mortal  earth ; 
Then  as  swift  as  thought  will  fly- 
Far  above  the  starry  sky. 

3. 

There's  a  glorious  king  bright, 
There's  all  day,  and  there's  no  night ; 
There  a  host  of  angels  dwell, 
Who  God's  wonders  great  can  tell ; 
But  the  thing  that  comforts  me, 
Is,  that  I  God's  face  shall  see. 
4. 

In  the  presence  of  our  king, 
We  his  praise  shall  ever  sing ; 
Because  he  here  for  us  did  die, 
We  shall  live  eternally, 
His  bright  person  to  adore, 
He's  our  God,  we'll  have  no  more. 
5. 

When  our  God  calls  us  on  high, 
There  to  live  eternally ; 
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Joys  celestial,  joys  divine, 
We  in  glory  all  shall  shine  ; 
While  the  devils  here  below, 
Live  in  pain  and  endless  woe. 

Boyer  Glover. 

NINETY-FOURTH  SONG. 

(Tune/  The  King,  God  bless  him.') 
John:  Reeve  is  God's  prophet,  I  clearly  do  see, 

And  Lodowick  Muggleton  too; 
God  chose  them,  that  they  might  his  mysteries 
declare 

To  all  those  whom  he  doth  love  true ; 
They  are  God's  last  prophets,  and  God  they've 
made  known, 
And  blessed  is  he  that's  possest  him ; 
For  wThen  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him, 
•God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him. 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him. 
2. 

The  faithful  in  Christ,  they  have  tasted  this  cup, 
And  now  it  is  handed  to  me ; 
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Come,  come,  my  dear  friends,  let  us  take  a  deep 
sup 

Of  Christ's  most  noble  mystery ; 
Christ  Jesus  oar  God  who  for  us  here  did  die, 

And  blessed  is  he  that's  possest  him; 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him. 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him. 
3. 

When  God  he  gave  Moses  those  tables  of  stone, 

Inscrib'd  with  the  angelic  law; 
It  was  that  the  people  the  true  God  might  own, 

If  so,  they  nigh  unto  God  drawT ; 
The  only  one  God  which  Moses  testify, 

And  blessed  is  he  that's  possest  him ; 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 

He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him. 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 

He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him. 
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4. 

Three  commissions  God  promised  he'd  send  on 
this  earth, 
And  now  they  have  all  three  appear  d ; 
The  water,  the  blood,  and  the  Spirit,  I  see, 

The  souls  of  God's  elect  have  cheer  d; 
Christ  Jesus,  that  God,,  who  for  us  here  did  die, 

And  blest  is  that  soul  that's  possest  him ; 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him, 
For  when  to  the  truth  he  hath  set  to  his  seal, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him. 
5. 

The  apostles  and  prophets  are  trees  of  our  God, 

In  the  garden  of  God  they  do  stand ; 
Christ  Jesus  the  tree  of  life  is  in  the  midst, 

The  faithful  do  stretch  forth  their  hand, 
And  partake  of  the  fruit  of  our  only  one  God, 

And  blest  is  that  soul  that's  possest  him ; 
For  when  he  hath  eaten  of  the  tree  of  life> 

He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him, 
God's  blest  him. 
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For  when  he  hath  eaten  of  the  tree  of  life, 
He  then  is  assured  God's  blest  him. 

Isaac  Frost,  182&. 

NINETY-FIFTH  SONG. 
Let's  lift  up  our  souls  and  rejoice, 

This  is  the  triumphing  day ; 
When  God's  belov'd  prophets  were  releas'd 

From  monsters  and  beasts  of  prey ; 
Who  for  truth  so  long  time  were  confin'd 

In  a  dungeon  with  vipers  to  dwell ; 
But  the  dragon,  alas  !  was  stark  blind, 

To  think  to  keep  truth  in  a  cell. 
2. 

For  now  he  hath  shak'd  off  the  chains, 

And  ministers  truth  to  each  brother ; 
Like  the  sun  in  the  firmament  shines, 

From  one  end  of  the  earth  to  the  other  j 
What  power  can  extinguish  such  light, 

Which  God's  divine  person  inspires ; 
It  is  all  the  saint's  delight, 

And  all  our  forefathers'  desires. 
3. 

Some  serpents  still  fill'd  with  disdain, 
Think  long  to  be  shedding  our  blood  j 
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Till  this  time  they  cannot  refrain, 

To  blaspheme  against  all  that  is  good ; 

It  is  not  the  prophets  alone, 

But  each  belov'd  saint  the  same ; 

They  trample  under  dirt  the  just  one, 
And  all  that  profess  his  name. 

4. 

In  darkness  they  hover  about, 

Expecting  to  find  some  rest ; 
With  nothing  "but  fear  and  doubt, 

Their  reasonable  souls  are  possess' d  ; 
With  their  three-person  God  they  can't  help 

Disdaining  our  union  and  love; 
In  the  midst  of  a  plenty  they  want, 

When  the  sun  it  shines  bright  from  above, 
5. 

Since  serpents  in  darkness  rejoice, 

Let  us  praise  the  true  God  for  light, 
And  obey  the  true  shepherd's  voice, 

That  guides  all  our  souls  aright ; 
For  tho'  we  as  pilgrims  live  here, 

As  sojourners  in  a  strange  land ; 
We  brisk  and  lively  appear, 

When  serpents  they  cannot  stand. 

William  Wood,  Painter, 
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NPNETY-SIXTH  SONG. 
Eternal  Jesus,  source  of  love, 

What  praise  in  me  will  dwell, 
When  thou  dost  call  me  up  above, 

From  death  and  silent  hell; 
What  raptures  my  soul  then  will  see, 

When  I  praise  thee  for  thy  love ; 
Redeeming  love  the  theme  will  be, 
In  thy  kingdom  of  glory  above* 
What  raptures,  &Gv 
2. 

Thy  power  it  was  infinite, 

When  thou  didst  form  on  high ; 
But  how  thy  love  does  us  delight, 

When  thou  to  redeem  us  didst  die ; 
The  work  of  creation  above 

Was  done  by  a  power  divine ; 
But  how  does  thy  redeeming  love, 

Make  infinite  power  to  shine. 
The  work,  &c. 

3. 

When  you  did  form  us  here  in  love, 
No  sorrow  you  then  did  know ; 
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When  you  redeem' d  us  in  thy  love, 

What  pain  you  then  did  know ; 
Thy  infinite  power,  I  see, 

Shines  most  when  you  was  dead ; 
The  virtue  of  the  word  from  thee, 
Did  raise  thy  glorious  head. 
Thy  infinite,  &c. 
4. 

When  that  you  did  create  above, 

You  infinite  was  no  less ; 
But  when  you  did  redeem  in  love, 

Then  death  did  your  Godhead  possess ; 
But  tho'  in  a  finite-like  state, 

You  died  your  elect  to  save, 
The  power  of  your  word  so  great, 

Did  conquer  death,  hell  and  the  grave. 
But  tho',  &c. 
5. 

Oh !  how  astonishing  to  think, 
That  God  once  dead  should  be, 

And  give  lost  souls  his  blood  to  drink, 
From  sin  to  set  them  free ; 

But  that  which  astonishes  more, 
Is,  that  when  he  was  dead, 
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The  word  which  he  did  speak  before, 
Should  raise  his  glorious  head. 
But  that,  &c. 
6. 

Oh !  God,  what  a  great  sight  I  see, 

Thy  infinite  spirit  above 
Came  down  and  died  upon  a  tree— 

What  a  manifestation  of  love ! 
And  when  you  was  centered  in  deaths 

Death  could  not  your  spirit  devour; 
You  re-assum'd  immortal  breath— 

What  a  manifestation  of  power ! 
And  when,  &c. 

7. 

For  tho'  Elias  sat  on  high, 

And  fill'd  your  glorious  throne, 
He  left  your  spirit  here  to  die, 

And  conquer  death  alone ; 
Tho'  you  as  a  creature  here  died, 

Nought  could  your  word  impede ; 
The  word  you  spoke,  I  am  satisfied. 

Was  spoke  from  an  infinite  seed. 
Tho',  &c. 
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8. 

When  great  Jehovah  form'd  on  high, 

He  did  infinite  power  possess ; 
When  to  redeem  us  he  did  die, 

His  power  could  be  no  less ; 
He  never  was  less  than  God, 

Sin  could  not  him  devour; 
He  raised  Lazarus  by  his  word, 

By  virtue  of  infinite  power. 
He  never,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

NINETY-SEVENTH  SONG. 

My  brethern  in  Christ, 

The  eternal  Lord, 
Attend  and  ascend  to  praise  such  a  God, 

Who  is  our  dear  Saviour, 

The  God  we  adore, 
We'll  love  him  while  here,  and  then  for 
evermore. 

£ 

Our  voices  we'll  raise, 
To  sing  forth  praise, 
In  spite  of  the  world,  to  the  end  of  our  days 
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To  such  a  dear  Saviour, 
Our  praises  are  due, 
We'll  love  him  for  ever ;  my  friends,  what 
say  you  ? 
3. 

Are  you  so  inclin'd 

To  praise  such  a  God, 
For  his  boundless  love  eternally  good, 

To  become  our  dear  Saviour, 

And  die  on  the  cross, 
To  save  us  his  children,  that  none  should 
be  lost? 

4. 

His  blood  did  atone 
For  his  elect  alone, 
Being  flesh  of  his  flesh,  and  bone  of  hm 
bone ; 

How  great  is  his  mercy 
And  favor  to  us, 
To  free  us  from  bondage  and  also  the  curse, 
Thomas  Luther. 
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NINETY-EIGHTH  SONG. 

On  the  V7th  of  January  1676,  being  the  dap  the  prophet 
Muggleton  was  tried  at  the  Old  Bailey  for  Blasphemy; 
fined  five  hundred  Pounds,  to  be  imprisoned  till  paid, 
and  to  stand  three  days  on  the  Pillory,  ( two  hours  each 
day, J  at  Temple  Bar,  at  the  Royal  Exchange,  and 
West  Smithfield,  in  the  City  of  London.  His  Book* 
were  divided  into  three  lots,  and  burnt  before  his  face 
each  day  while  he  was  on  the  Pillory. 

One  thousand,  six  hundred  and  seventy  six. 
Was  a  black  dismal  day  which  the  devils  preiixt. 
To  bring  a  great  prophet  to  their  unjust  bar, 
Where  reason  was  clouded  and  malice  shown  far ; 
An  endictment  of  blasphemy,  then  was  brought 
out, 

And  the  question  was  ask'd,  whether  guilty  ©r 
not? 

2. 

To  reap  up  the  venom,  that  senate  did  spit; 
Too  tedious  it  would  be  in  verse  to  relate ; 
They  belch' d  out  their  poison,  thinking  to  devour 
The  prophets  of  God,  whose  strong  faith  was  a 
tower 

Of  impregnable  strength  against  malice  and  hate. 
In  attempting  to  assault,  which  rebounds  on  their 
pate. 
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3. 

When  the  jury,  that  for  the  same  purpose  was 
made, 

Had  brought  in  their  verdict,  the  judge's  thanks 
paid, 

And  Balaam  JefFerys  was  left  the  court's  sen- 
tence to  pass, 

Which  he  did  with  a  voice  that  did  bray  like  an 
ass; 

And  said,  'thou  must  stand  in  the  pillory  thrice. 
And  pay  a  small  fine,  of  five  hundred  pound  price/ 
4. 

Now,  now  the  fight's  done,  for  the  prophet  of  God 
Hath  conquer  d  his  foes  with  the  two  edg'd  sword ; 
Hell  foam'd  at  his  rest,  while  the  nine  days  did 
last, 

Which  being  expir'd  the  wonderment's  past; 
He  rides  the  white  horse  and  with  joy  he  is 
crown'd 

With  the  love  of  those  saints  that  encompass 
him  round. 

5. 

This,  this  was  the  day  (\9iA  July)  fate  sparkled 
disdain, 

That  a  dungeon  should  longer  God's  prophet 
detain ; 
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He  hath  now  left  your  hell  and  that  devilish 
place, 

For  a  palace  of  joy,  that  is  free  from  disgrace ; 
Then  let  us  ali  rejoice,  and  for  his  bless'd  sake, 
And  for  his  day  of  redemption,  a  jubilee  make. 

6. 

Love,  love  be  our  bliss,  and  triumph  our  joy, 
While  malice  and  hatred  damn'd  envy  destroy; 
Let  the  devils  below  when  we  sing  forth  a  choir 
Of  praises  to  God,  for  they  can  soar  no  higher ; 
Then  this  dismal  black  orb  where  our  joys  were 
suppress'd 

By  those  who  were  stamp  d  with  the  mark  of  the 
beast. 

Alexander  Delamain. 

NINETY-NINTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  c  Dear  Chloe,  come  give  me  sweet  kisses.') 

For  to  look  on  the  works  of  creation, 
It  is  wonderful  great  to  behold ; 

So  likewise  the  work  of  redemption, 
Which  was  by  the^prophets  foretold, 

That  our  God  would  in  time  become  flesh, 
His  own  elect  seed  for  to  save ; 
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Or  else  saint  and  devil  would  both  have  lain 
together, 

And  never  would  have  risen  from  the  grave. 
Or  else,  &c. 

2. 

His  prerogative  royal  did  move  him 

At  first  for  to  form  or  create, 
Of  a  substance  which  was  earth  and  water, 

His  power  is  wonderful  great; 
The  innumerable  host  that's  in  heaven, 

In  a  word  let  it  fully  suffice  ; 
A  grand  specimen  surely  is  plain  to  be  seen, 

In  the  face  of  the  natural  skies. 
A  grand,  &c. 

3. 

In  six  days  God's  creation  was  finish' d, 

I  see  it  stands  so  on  record  ; 
The  man  was  the  noblest  of  all  creatures 

That  ever  was  form'd  by  his  word : 
Now,  behold,  he  who  was  the  creator, 

In  due  time  very  man  did  become, 
Transmuted  himself  into  human  nature, 

Of  the  substance  of  flesh,  blood  and  bone. 
Transmuted,  &c. 
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4. 

There's  . three  that  bear  witness  in  heaven, 

The  Father,  the  Spirit  and  Word; 
So  likewise  there's  three  that  bear  witness  on 
earth, 

The  Spirit,  the  water  and  blood  : 
Now  these  all  do  agree  in  swreet  union, 

In  communion  I  have  them  all  found ; 
How  God  became  flesh,  and  dwelt  upon  earth, 
His  prophets  to  me  doth  expound. 
How  God,  &c. 
5. 

God  the  Father,  he  was  in  creation, 

By  the  prophets  in  the  law  we  are  told ; 
God  the  Son,  he  was  in  redemption, 

As  the  gospel  does  clearly  unfold  : 
On  this  God  I  depend,  and  no  other 

Will  1  ever  trust  in  or  believe; 
For  my  sanctification  lies  in  the  commission 

God  gave  to  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve. 
For  my,  &c. 

6. 

While  he  walk'd  his  sore  journey  here, 
He  had  many  bitter  enemies  'tis  true ; 
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But  their  spite  and  their  malice  he  never  did 
fear, 

For  the  bonds  of  death  he  broke  through ; 
So,  woe  be  to  those  that  despise  him, 

'Twould  been  better  they  ne'er  had  been  born 
In  the  day  of  their  doom,  when  their  fear  it 
does  come, 
He  surely  will  hold  them  in  scorn. 
In  the,  &c. 

7. 

He's  a  savour  of  life  unto  life, 

Unto  those  that  do  on  him  rely ; 
He's  also  a  savour  of  death  unto  death, 

Unto  all  those  that  do  him  deny : 
So,  now  let  us  all  join  together 

To  praise  him  as  our  only  Lord, 
For  he  has  promis'd  life  and  salvation  to  all 

That  believes  in  his  last  prophet's  word. 
For  he,  &c. 

William  Sedgwick. 
ONE  HUNDREDTH  SONG. 

(TUNE,4  Fanny  blooming  fair,  and  St.  Osyth  by  the  mill,1) 
Oh  !  Christ  my  God  and  king, 
To  thee  we'll  always  raise 
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Our  voices  here,  and  sing 

Incessant,  Lord,  thy  praise ; 
Thy  mercy  is  so  great, 

We  can't  too  much  adore, 
Or  all  thy  praise  relate, 

Now,  nor  when  time's  no  more. 
Thy  mercy,  &c. 
2. 

Oh !  everlasting  spring 

Of  light,  of  life  and  joy ; 
When  thus  contemplating, 

No  nature  can  employ ; 
But  in  transporting  bliss, 

Faith  does  with  faith  combine, 
And  what  we  have  in  this, 

Is  extacy  divine. 

But  in,  &c. 
3. 

Thy  wonders,  O  my  God, 
Too  wondrous  are  to  tell ; 

Who  left  divine  abode, 

To  conquer  death  and  hell ; 

I  may  endeavour  here, 

Thy  boundless  love  to  show ; 
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But,  bounded,  can't  declare 
Those  joys  I  never  knew. 
I  may,  &c. 
4. 

An  earnest  here  we  have 

Of  joys  which  are  sublime; 
I've  tasted  and  do  know, 

That  they  are  all  divine ; 
But  nature's  clog  prevents, 

Fruition  can't  be  here ; 
These  natural  elements, 

Ere  bliss  must  disappear. 
But  nature,  &c. 
5. 

Faith  cloth'd  with  earth  will  rise, 

Beyond  this  ending  globe ; 
Meet  God  beyond  the  skies, 

Deck'd  in  divine  robes  ; 
Whilst  wasting  nature  dies, 

And  every  orb  of  light, 
Dissolving  falls  and  lies 

In  an  eternal  night. 

Whilst  wasting,  &c. 

James  Miller,  1740. 
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ONE  HUNDRED  AND  FIRST  SONG. 

From  Jericlio  to  Jerusalem 

I  travelFd  with  faithful  men ; 

But  in  my  way,  curs'd  thieves  I  found, 

Who  stole  my  peace,  and  did  me  wound. 

Who  stole  my  peace,  and  did  me  wound. 

Who  stole  my  peace,  and  did  me  wound. 

But  in  my  way,  curs' d  thieves  I  found, 

Who  stole  my  peace,  and  did  me  wound. 

2. 

False  priests  and  levites  pass'd  me  by, 
And  left  me  in  my  blood  to  die ; 
For  they'd  no  oil  nor  wine  I  found, 
To  heal  a  poor  lost  sinner's  wound. 

To  heal,  &c. 

To  heal,  &c. 

For  they,  &c. 

To  heal,  &c. 

3. 

Next  came  the  good  Samaritan, 

Which  was  when  Christ  was  God  and  man, 
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And  in  his  blood  by  faith  I  found. 
Both  oil  and  wine  to  heal  my  wound, 

Both  oil,  &c. 

Both  oil,  &c. 

And  in,  &c. 

Both  oil,  &c. 

4. 

He  sat  me  on  his  faith  to  ride, 
Until  that  I  was  satisfied ; 
The  third  commission  was  the  inn, 
Which  here  did  cleanse  my  soul  from  si 

Which  here,  &c. 

Which  here,  &c. 

The  third,  &c 

Which  here,  &c. 
5. 

The  two -pence  he  as  earnest  gave, 
it  was  that  he'd  lie  in  the  grave ; 
When  he  return' d  from  death,  he  said> 
The  debt  it  wholly  should  be  paid. 

The  debt,  &c. 

The  debt,  &c. 

When  he,  &c. 

The  debt,  &c. 
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6. 

The  people  that  are  call'd  the  host, 
It  is  poor  Adam's  seed  when  lost; 
The  man  to  whom  he  gave  the  care, 
It  is  true  prophets  that  liv'd  here. 

It  is,  &c. 

It  is,  &c. 

The  man,  &c. 

It  is,  &c. 

7. 

And  when  Christ  died  for  Adam's  sin. 
The  gospel  was  that  very  inn, 
Which  he  returned,  as  he  said, 
And  then  the  debt  was  wholly  paid. 

And  then,  &c. 

And  then,  &c. 

Which  he,  &c. 

And  then,  &c. 

8. 

For  justice  it  was  wroth  with  sin, 
And  Christ  the  debt  paid  in  the  inn  \ 
In  the  commission  of  the  blood, 
He  died  according  to  his  word. 

He  died,  &c.    He  died,  &c. 

In  the,  &c.    He  died,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover, 
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ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SECOND  SONG. 
Oh!  death,  what  is  thy  bitter  sting! 

Thy  thousand  piercing  darts ! 
Ten  thousand  pleasures,  faith  doth  bring, 
To  ease  my  dying  heart. 
2. 

A  glorious  object  I  do  view, 

Quite  thro'  thy  gloomy  way ; 
Which  now  my  dying  soul  pursues, 

Through  night  instead  of  day. 
3. 

Since  life  with  thee's  no  sympathy, 

Then  finish  soon  the  strife ; 
A  friend  I'm  sure  thou  art  to  me, 

The  way  to  endless  life. 

Margaret  Thomas. 

ONE  HUNDRED  AND  THIRD  SONG. 
Oh  !  what  great  and  glorious  treasure, 

Flow  within  my  soul,  I  see ; 
Now  I  know  by  true  repentance, 

What  it  was  that  died  for  me ; 
The  Godhead  spirit  here  did  centre, 

In  a  human  frame  I  see ; 
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The  whole  Godhead  here  did  enter 
Into  silent  death  for  me. 

The  Godhead,  &c. 
2. 

Altho'  I  am  a  wicked  sinner, 

i\nd  justly  do  deserve  to  die ; 
Within  my  soul  mercy  is  crying, 

You  re  blest,  you  live  eternally ; 
Like  faithful  Noah,  I  great  favor 

In  the  sight  of  God  have  found ; 
His  precious  blood,  that  glorious  Saviour? 

Has  heal'd  the  serpent's  deadly  woundo 
Like  faithful,  &c. 
3. 

Oh !  how  my  soul  is  freed  from  sorrow, 

Now  I  by  faith  my  God  can  see; 
While  curs' d  devils  fill'd  with  horror, 

Dread  the  great  eternity ; 
When  my  soul  was  almost  dying, 

By  reason's  malice  great  to  me ; 
In  my  soul  a  voice  was  crying, 

Oh !  my  God  hath  died  for  me. 
When  my,  &c, 
4. 

What  tho'  1  live  with  cursed  devils, 
Aud  amongst  them  here  shall  die ; 
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I  shall  have  a  glorious  supper, 

When  my  God  comes  from  on  high ; 
On  the  flesh  of  mighty  captains, 

With  my  God,  J  then  shall  feed ; 
On  mighty  men  of  that  great  nation, 
Which  caus'd  our  glorious  God  to  bleed. 
On  the,  &c. 

5. 

And  on  the  flesh  of  smaller  devils, 

I  shall  feed  by  faith,  I  see ; 
When  my  God  comes  in  that  morning, 

Of  the  great  eternity, 
Kings  and  priests  will  lose  their  power, 

None  will  bear  supremacy  ; 
All  fill'd  with  horror  in  that  hour, 

They'll  be  damn'd  eternally. 
Kings  and,  &c. 
6. 

When  upon  them  we  are  feeding, 
With  our  glorious  God  divine, 

And  do  know  they  are  a  bleeding, 
Oh!  how  glorious  we  shall  shine; 

Fill'd  with  love  and  grateful  praises, 
With  acclamations  loud  will  cry, 
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When  our  God  from  death  us  raises, 
Into  blest  eternity. 

Fill'd  with,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

ONE  HUNDRED  AND  FOURTH  SONG. 
Glide  swiftly,  ye  streams 

Of  God's  blood,  through  my  soul; 
How  soft  are  the  themes 

That  does  reason  controul ; 
By  the  third  commission 

God  gave  to  John  Reeve, 
In  a  blest  condition, 
We  truth  do  receive. 

In  a  blest,  &c. 
2. 

It's  the  blood  of  our  God 

That  sets  lost  mortals  free, 
And  makes  them  assur'd 

They  happy  shall  be ; 
For  by  eating  God's  flesh, 

True  salvation  is  found, 
And  our  drinking  God's  blood, 

Makes  new  joys  to  abound. 
And  our,  &c. 
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3. 

Like  the  sheep  that  was  lost. 

We  have  all  gone  astray ; 
Till  we  join'd  the  true  flock, 

We  were  in  the  wrong  way 
But  the  ninety-nine  just  ones 

Whom  justice  ne'er  bound, 
They  never  were  lost, 

So  they  ne'er  can  be  found. 
They  never,  &c. 
4. 

For  no  man  on  this  earth 

Ever  happy  can  be, 
Unless  a  lost  sinner 

Himself  he  can  see ; 
And  when  justice  has  scourg'cl 

That  fiery  rod ! 
Then  mercy  relieves  us, 

And  shows  us  our  God. 
Then  mercy,  &c. 
5 

No  turnings  nor  windings 
In  truth  doth  appear; 

No  alarms  of  false  doctrine 
E'er  fills  us  wijlh  fear ; 
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For  the  way  to  salvation 
Is  narrow  and  straight; 
And  sweet  revelation 
Shows  us  heaven's  gate. 
And  sweet,  &e. 

Boyer  Glover. 

ONE  HUNDRED  AND  FIFTH  SONG, 
(Tune,  6  God  save  the  King.*) 

Great  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 
True  prophets  I  believe ; 
Great  God's  last  choice, 
His  mind  to  make  known 
To  the  elect  alone ; 
Therefore  I'll  him  adore, 
Israel's  great  God. 

His  mind,  &c. 
2. 

By  faith,  I  plainly  see 
His  blood  was  shed  for  me ; 
By  reason's  brood, 
The  Lord  of  life  they've  slain, 
Eternal  life  we've  gain'd ; 
Therefore  let's  him  adore, 
Israel's  great  God. 

The  Lord,  &c. 
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3. 

JTis  by  the  prophet's  word, 
Declar'd  in  the  third  record, 
iVnd  fully  made  known ; 
But  reason  cannot  see 
This  noble  mystery ; 
Therefore  let's  him  adore, 
Israel's  great  God. 

But  reason,  &c. 
4. 

Come,  friends,  and  join  with 
To  see  this  mystery- 
God  wholly  dead; 
No  assistance  wanted  he, 
Rose  by  his  own  decree ; 
Therefore  by  faith  I  see 
'Twas  Israel's  great  God. 
No  assistance,  &c. 
5. 

No  other  God  I'll  have, 
His  love  is  all  1  crave ; 
Therefore  I'll  sing, 
His  mercy  is  so  sure, 
For  ever  to  endure ; 
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Therefore  let's  him  adore, 
Israel's  great  God. 

His  mercy,  &c. 

Richard  Smith,  1794. 

ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SIXTH  SONG. 

(Tune/ Jolly  Sailor.') 
Oh  !  glorious  Jesus,  our  eternal  God, 
How  great  was  thy  mercy  and  favor^ 
To  leave  thy  throne  above, 
And  come  down  here  in  love, 
Our  bonds  to  remove ; 
My  glorious  Saviour. 

2. 

Such  love  as  thine  surpasses  all,  as  giver. 
For  none  can  compare  with  it  ever; 
Heaven's  great  majesty, 
For  us  sinners  did  die, 
To  raise  us  on  high, 
To  our  God  and  Saviour. 

3. 

How  happy's  he  who's  the  honour  to  know 
God, 

And  are  s  ire  to  live  with  him  for  ever ; 
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Tis  by  faith  we  receive 
Great  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 
And  so  come  to  believe 
In  our  God  and  Saviour. 

4. 

These  prophets  have  finish' d  the  mystery 
God. 

For  he  chose  them  in  his  love  and  favor, 
His  truth  to  make  known 
To  his  elect  alone, 
For  we  are  his  own, 
He's  our  God  and  Saviour. 

5. 

The  heavenly  mysteries  they  have  reveal' d, 
Will  rejoice  and  make  us  glad  for  ever; 

For  by  faith  I  do  see, 

God  died  on  a  tree, 

And  has  redeem' d  me ; 

He's  my  God  and  Saviour. 

6. 

Three  days  and  three  nights  in  the  grave  Go 
did  lay, 

Death  was  too  weak  for  to  keep  him  under; 
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For  with  him,  I  see, 
Death  had  no  sympathy; 
According  to  decree, 
Arose  my  God  and  Saviour, 
7. 

Said  God,  '  I  have  power  to  lay  down  my  life, 
And  have  power  to  take  it  again;' 

Now  the  prophet  tells  me, 

God's  word  was  a  decree ; 

It  was  that  God,  I  see, 

That  did  raise  my  Saviour. 

8. 

The  infinite  power  of  God's  word  speaking, 
Must  affect  the  thing  spoken  of  sure ; 

At  the  time  he  decreed, 

Life  quicken' d  in  the  seed, 

Then  rose  indeed 

My  God  and  Saviour. 

9. 

God  rais'd  Moses  and  Elias  to  glory  on  high, 
And  invested  them  with  great  power; 

To  represent  God  on  high, 

Whilst  God  came  down  to  die, 

For  to  raise  us  on  high, 

Like  a  glorious  Saviour, 
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10. 

His  infinite  properties  he  did  bring  dowri; 
His  glory  he  will  not  give  to  another; 

By  inherent  power  did  rise, 

And  soar'd  above  the  skies ; 

Crowned  with  victories, 

Our  God  and  Saviour. 

Ik 

All  glory  and  honour  to  our  God  alone  is  due, 
There  was  none  ever  like  him  in  power ; 

"Tis  his  word  will  us  raise, 

At  the  end  of  those  days ; 

To  Christ  alone  give  all  praise, 

He's  our  God  and  Saviour. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTH  SONG. 
God's  prophets  now  at  rest, 
Your  writings  have  me  blest, 
And  your  praise  I  now  will  sing, 
For  this  sacred  treasure ; 

For  I  see 

You  are  free 

From  misery ; 
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Which  gives  much  pleasure ; 
You  made  my  soul  with  joy  abound, 
You  made  my  head  with  mercy  crown'd 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
You  made,  &c. 
2. 

Your  record's  clear  to  me, 
Both  life  and  death  I  see; 
Death  the  king  of  horror  here, 
You  have  captivated, 

And  I  know 

It  is  so, 

As  you  show, 
Just  as  you  have  related; 
For  you  blunt  the  sting  of  death, 
Tho'  you  have  no  mortal  breath, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  you,  &c. 

3. 

Through  death  new  life  we  see, 
By  mercy's  liberty ; 

Which  makes  us  great  conquerors  bold, 
Over  the  seed  of  reason ; 
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For  we  know, 
They  will  go, 
Very  low, 
And  be  damn'd  for  their  treason 
You  gave  me  a  mighty  sword, 
For  to  cut  down  reason's  lord, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
You  gave,  &c. 

4. 

For  at  God's  very  feet, 
Under  the  justice  seat, 
We  our  souls  do  here  delight 
By  slaying  cursed  reason  i 
When  they  cry 
Blasphemy, 
God  can't  die, 
We  kill  him  for  their  treason ; 
For  your  sword  is  not  in  vain, 
Many  devils  it  has  slain, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  your,  &c. 

5. 

The  olive  leaf  you  brought, 
Which  justice  set  at  nought; 


SONGS. 

For  where  mercy  does  abound, 
Justice  has  no  power; 

When  we  see, 

Liberty, 

And  are  free, 
And  peace  does  wrath  devour; 
Then  you  do  by  J  ordan  stand, 
And  lead  us  to  Canaan's  land, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Then  you,  &c. 
6. 

Gigantic  men  we  see, 
The  sons  of  Anack  be, 
Mighty  men  of  great  renown, 
Ready  to  devour ; 

When  they  cry, 

Let  them  die, 

We  let  fly, 
And  cut  down  all  their  power ; 
With  your  sword  I  ready  stand, 
To  ©bey  your  dread  cammand, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
With  your,  &c. 
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7. 

That  great  and  mighty  shield, 
Which  guards  us  in  the  field, 
Sure  it  is  the  power  of  faith ; 
And  justice  is  your  sword,  sir ; 

Which  does  kill, 

Reason  still, 

That  rebel 
Against  your  mighty  word,  sir ; 
With  that  sword  we  them  puisue, 
To  the  gates  of  hell  with  you, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
With  that,  &c. 

8. 

Your  doctrine  it  is  clear, 
Does  lead  to  mercy  here ; 
We  have  touch' d  the  tree  of  life, 
And  we  shall  live  for  ever ; 

From  that  root, 

We  bear  fruit, 

Which  will  suit, 
When  we  from  death  do  sever ; 
Then  we  loudly  shall  abound, 
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Mercy,  mercy,  thou  hast  crown'd 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Then  we,  &c. 

9 

And  on  that  glorious  day, 
Like  lambs  we'll  skip  and  play, 
Round  about  great  Zion's  hill, 
The  fountain  of  all  pleasure ; 

Then  will  be 

Liberty, 

For  to  see 
An  endless  hidden  treasure ; 
Then  with  joy  we  shall  abound, 
And  through  Christ,  by  God  be  crown'* 
With  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Then  with,  &c. 

10. 

Though  worms  does  us  destroy, 
x\nd  vaileth  all  our  joy ; 
With  our  eyes  we  God  shall  see, 
In  his  burning  splendour ; 

For  that  son, 

Bright  will  burn, 

And  return 
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To  make  death  surrender ; 
For  Christ  is  our  mighty  head,. 
Which  will  call  us  from  the  dead* 
With  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  Christ,  &c. 
11 

When  you  the  truth  did  tell, 
Great  Babylon  then  fell ; 
And  in  the  saints  there  did  arise 
A  great  and  mighty  city ; 

Where  they  praise 

Mercy's  rays, 

All  their  days, 
Which  shines  on  them  in  pity ; 
New  Jerusalem  come  down, 
And  with  joy  the  saints  did  crown, 
By  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

New  Jerusalem,  &c. 
12. 

In  peace  we  here  do  stand, 
All  waiting  God's  command, 
Till  he  comes  down  from  on  high, 
From  death  our  souls  to  sever; 

Then  we'll  fly 

Far  on  high, 

Praise  to  cry 
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To  Christ  our  God  for  ever ; 
For  who  God's  loving  praise  can  sound, 
Like  the  soul  by  mercy  crown'd, 
Through  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  who,  &c 
13. 

How  sweetly  does  appear 
God's  prophets'  words  while  here, 
In  our  souls  they  peace  do  sound, 
Which  gives  us  much  pleasure ; 

When  they  cry, 

'  Liberty ! 

Quickly  fly, 
And  dig  for  hidden  treasure/ 
Round  your  necks  you  pearls  did  wear, 
And  surpass' d  the  diamonds  far, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Round  your,  &c. 

14. 

Although  your  souls  are  dead, 
Your  power  is  not  fled ; 
For  that  power  it  will  stand 
Until  time's  last  duration, 

l4 
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For  to  kill 

Reason  still, 

That  rebel 
Against  your  inspiration ; 
For  when  that  your  God's  wonders  told, 
Your  souls  surpassed  burnish' d  gold, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
For  when,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTH  SONG. 
Fare  ye  well,  ye  dark  Egyptians, 

To  Agar  and  his  sons,  adieu ; 
Your  Gods  are  only  tales  of  fiction, 

And  your  doctrine's  all  untrue ; 
In  your  dark  land  I  was  a  stranger, 

In  chains  and  fetters  was  confin'd, 
And  a  slave  to  cruel  Pharoah, 

Justice  my  death-warrant  sign'd. 
2. 

Death  and  famine  me  surrounded, 
Heavy  burdens  forc'd  to  bear ; 

Then  aloud  I  cried  for  mercy ; 

But  formless  Gods,  how  could  they  hear 
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But  at  length  my  royal  father 
Sent  his  dear  servants  unto  me, 

They  shew'd  me,  he  had  paid  my  ransom 
And  shed  his  blood  upon  a  tree. 
3. 

From  Pharoah's  land  I've  now  departed, 

In  vain  he  strove  to  keep  me  bound ; 
A  waken*  d  faith  increases  stronger, 

And  reason  falls,  till  he's  quite  drown'd 
Now  in  peace,  I  am  possessing 

Pleasures  that  can  ne'er  decay, 
By  faith  my  soul  it's  pre  par' d 

For  the  great  rejoicing  day. 

4. 

For  my  royal  father  s  servants, 

By  his  command,  has  me  adorn'd ; 
With  wedding  garments  I  am  clothed, 

Waiting  for  that  glorious  morn ; 
Then  will  the  royal  bridegroom  come 

And  claim  his  bride  he  loves  so  dear, 
The  virgins  wise,  will  then  arise, 

And  meet  the  bridegroom  in  the  air. 
5. 

No  saint  can  e'er  describe  the  meeting, 

When  faith  meets  his  lovely  king, 
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And  they  have  that  glorious  greeting, 
Love  ever  flowing  from  the  spring : 

The  Lamb,  the  three  armies  will  follow, 
Into  heaven,  their  glorious  home, 

In  the  third  it  is  commanded, 
By  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

Edwin  Kitchen. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINTH  SONG. 
All  glory  unto  God  alone, 
Who  for  me  here  did  die, 
And  led  captive,  captivity ; 
He  was  a  glorious  fountain  bright, 
From  all  eternity. 
2. 

When  God  he  sent  the  prophet  Reeve, 
And  Muggleton  also ; 
His  works  of  creation  and  redemption, 
In  my  soul  did  flow. 

3. 

God  he  descended  from  above, 
To  die  here  below  for  me, 
To  work  the  mystery  of  redemption, 
Which  work  I  plainly  see. 
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4. 

The  blood  of  God  it  purifies, 
My  soul  it  is  made  clean ; 
And  now  I  shall  ascend  and  see 
My  dear  redeeming  king. 
5. 

Where  I  shall  reign  in  realms  above, 
To  praise  the  God  of  all  love ; 
Come  Zion's  sons,  rejoice  and  sing, 
To  praise  Christ  the  redeeming  king. 
6. 

For  now  redemption  is  made  clear, 
It  doth  my  heart  and  soul  so  cheer ; 
Come  Zion's  sons,  rejoice  and  sing, 
To  praise  Christ  the  redeeming  king. 
7. 

When  the  fiery  serpent  begins  to  sting, 
It  is  the  law  I'm  sure ; 
But  when  I  look  on  the  Son  of  man, 
My  soul  is  quite  pure. 

8. 

The  serpent  it  was  lifted  up, 
To  typify  the  Son ; 
And  now  the  thing  it  is  made  clear, 
By  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
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9. 

And  when  my  God  doth  come  again, 
To  call  me  up  on  high ; 
Oh !  then  I  shall  ascend  and  see 
His  glorious  majesty. 

10. 

Christ  is  the  God  whom  I  adore, 
And  shall  now  and  for  evermore ; 
Therefore  I  will  rejoice  and  sing, 
To  praise  Christ  the  redeeming  king. 

Robert  Dawson. 

HUNDRED  AND  TENTH  SONG. 
Hark,  hark,  the  trumpet  sounds ! 

Arise  ye  saints  to  joy, 
Proud  reason  stands  confound, 

No  more  can  you  annoy. 

2. 

Hark,  hark,  the  glorious  cry, 

The  royal  bridegroom  near, 
Awake  ye  virgins  wise, 

Your  lamps  with  oil  prepare!. 

3. 

And  with  your  God  ascend, 
Into  bright  realms  above, 
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To  sup  on  all  curst  serpents, 
With  Christ  the  God  of  love. 

4. 

Rejoicing  o'er  the  race  of  Cain, 

God's  great  supper  will  be ; 
Because  all  persecutors  vain 

Are  damn'd  eternally. 

5. 

Then  to  God  who  died  for  us, 

Eternal  praises  sing ; 
Hosannas  be  unto  the  Son 

Of  Israel's  shepherd  and  king. 

Edwin  Kitchen. 

HUNDRED  AND  ELEVENTH  SONG. 
(Tune/ The  Storm.') 

Israel's  great  God,  he  descended, 

By  his  infinite  power  divine, 
Mystery  never  comprehended, 

By  proud  reason's  lofty  mind ; 
When  the  virgin's  womb  contain'd  him, 

His  decree  became  all  power, 
The  great  God  and  king  of  heaven, 
Here  on  earth  did  death  devour. 
The  great,  &c. 
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2. 

Infinite  power  all  did  die 

When  Jesus  Christ  was  crucified; 
They  could  not  longer  boast  of  power, 

When  they  pierc'd  his  righteous  side; 
The  holy  temple  was  destroy'd, 

According  to  God's  firm  decree; 
In  three  days  rais'd  for  evermore ; 

This  1  by  faith  can  plainly  see. 
In  three,  &c. 

3. 

Here  God  became  the  son  of  David, 

When  he  in  this  world  abode; 
He  was  the  everlasting  Father, 

Clothed  in  a  mortal  robe ; 
Eternity  the  glorious  Father, 

When  a  son  he  became  time ; 
Being  infinite  in  power, 

Rose  eternity  divine. 

Being  Infinite,  &c. 
4. 

'Twas  Adam's  nature  God  took  on  him. 
When  transmuted  into  flesh ; 

The  same  originating  from  him, 
At  end  of  time  with  him  will  rest; 
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The  splendid  rays  of  truth  now  shining, 

Dread  not  pesecutioa's  threats; 
Awake  from  slumber  sons  of  Zion, 

Know  your  birth's  eternal  great. 
Awake  from,  &c. 

5. 

Rejoice,  you  happy  mortals  here, 

Your  happy  fate  you  11  ne'er  repine  ; 
Believe  the  third  record,  ne'er  fear, 

But  you  will  drink  spiritual  wine ; 
That  heavenly  cup  that  God  has  oiFer'd, 

Here  for  Adam's  seed  below  ; 
Rejoice,  all  you,  that  by  this  profit, 

None  can  wine  like  this  bestow. 
Rejoce  all,  &c. 

Richard  Pickersgill,  1807. 

HUNDRED  AND  TWELFTH  SONG. 

(Tune/ The  Lillies  of  France,  and  the  fair  English  Rose.1) 

In  one  thousand,  six  hundred,  fifty  and  one, 
God  chose  two  prophets  his  will  to  make  known 
To  all  elect  men,  that  he  did  leave  heaven ; 
All  praise,  hallelujahs,  and  glory  be  given. 
To  all,  &c. 
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2. 

To  our  great  God,  the  eternal  Father  veil'd, 
Wrapt  up  in  flesh  against  death  he  prevail' d ; 
By  power  inherent  in  his  peron  I  see, 
He  deliver' d  himself  from  death's  captivity. 
By  power,  &c. 

3. 

When  God  became  man  he'd  no  reason  in  him, 
This  must  be  allow'd,  then  how  could  he  sin? 
There's  nothing  could  sin  but  reason  I'm  sure, 
Christ's  life  was  God's  life  infinitely  pure. 
There's  nothing,  &c. 

4. 

The  eternal  Father  the  life  of  Christ  became, 
The  purity  ne'er  alter' d,  tho'  its  condition  chang'd ; 
The  Godhead  in  eternity,  the  Godhead  here  in 
time, 

It  ne'er  sin'd  in  eternity,  how  could  it  sin  in  time? 
The  God,  &c. 

5. 

Then  as  he  ne'er  sinn'd,  no  power  death  could  have, 
No  longer  than  decreed  to  keep  him  in  the  grave  j 
Sin  and  death  in  union  together  they  do  lie, 
Christ's  sinless  life  with  death  could  have  no 
sympathy. 
Sin  and,  &c. 
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Bj  Christ  having  power  himself  to  release, 
O'e  death  he  gain'd  power  to  raise  such  to  his 
feast 

Of  eternal  pleasures  that  are  of  this  faith, 
When  we  soar  up  on  high,  and  breathe  immortal 
breath. 
Of  eternal,  &c. 

Richard  Wynne. 

HUNDRED  AND  THIRTEENTH  SONG. 
Life's  but  a  journey  to  the  grave, 
Alike  to  monarch  as  to  slave ; 
Where  all  mankind  will  levell'd  be, 
Under  pale  death's  captivity; 
Which  makes  me  long  to  see  the  time, 
When  saints  will  all  immortal  shine. 
2. 

These  gloomy  mansions  will  retain 
The  breathless  saint  when  freed  from  pain  ; 
Submitting  to  all  conquering  power. 
The  victor  will  all  life  devour. 
Which  makes,  &c. 
3. 

Then  reason,  why  this  needless  strife? 
Surely  there's  nought  can  die  but  life ; 
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Both  soul  and  body  here  must  lie, 
For  all  that's  born  must  surely  die. 
Which  makes,  &c. 
4. 

The  time  will  come  when  time  must  be 
Swallow' d  up  into  eternity ; 
When  Christ  our  God  will  summons  all 
Within  this  fair  terrestrial  ball ; 
Then  shall  we  ali  immortal  shine, 
Praising  our  God  that's  so  divine. 
5. 

The  dead  in  Christ  will  first  arise, 
And  ope'  their  new  and  wondering  eyes ; 
Ascend  as  swift  as  thought  above, 
Surrounding  Christ  their  God  of  love. 
Then  shall,  &c. 
6. 

'  Come,  my  dear  saints,  come,  come  away, 
Enjoy  with  me  eternal  day, 
Where  endless  pleasures  are  in  store, 
For  you,  my  chosen,  evermore.' 
Then  shall,  &c. 
7. 

With  glorious  bodies  like  to  him, 
Our  great  immortal  God  and  king ; 
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There  we  shall  hallelujahs  raise, 
Singing  the  Lamb's  new  songs  of  praise. 
Then  shall,  &c. 
8. 

The  serpent's  seed  will  here  be  left, 
Of  all  their  former  joys  bereft ; 
Centred  in  darkness,  grief  and  woe, 
Eternally  to  undergo. 
While  we,  &c. 

9. 

Then  shall  the  righteous  shine  and  sing 
Unto  their  dear  redeeming  king, 
Who  did  such  matchless  mercy  show 
Unto  poor  Adam's  seed  below. 
Then  shall,  &c. 
10. 

O  come,  my  dear  Redeemer,  come, 
And  take  us  to  our  long'd-for  home; 
Where  we  shall  sing  with  one  accord, 
Adoring  of  our  suffering  Lord ; 
Then  shall  we  all  immortal  shine, 
Centred  in  bliss  that's  so  divine. 

William  Miller. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FOURTEENTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  <  Tweed  side.') 

In  darkness  I  wander' d  about, 

When  lost,  and  a  servant  to  sin ; 
But  now  by  God's  blood  I  am  free, 

As  if  lost  I  never  had  been ; 
The  light  of  redemption  doth  shine 

More  bright  than  the  sun  at  noon-day ; 
And  the  eating  the  flesh  of  my  God, 

Has  taken  all  my  fears  away. 
2. 

My  soul  has  the  wings  of  a  dove, 

And  often  to  God  it  does  fly ; 
But  with  him  it  cannot  abide, 

Until  that  it  first  here  does  die : 
This,  this  was  the  state  of  our  God, 

When  he  assuni'd  humanity  ; 
His  kingdom  he  ne'er  could  could  assume, 

Until  that  his  soul  it  did  die. 

3. 

Curst  devils  did  put  him  to  death, 

Tho'  loudly  they  heard  him  to  cry ; 
But  nothing  their  wrath  could  appease, 
Until  that  our  God  he  did  die ; 
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'Away  with  him !'  loud  they  did  cry, 

And  doorn'd  our  God  for  to  die ; 
Believing,  when  he  were  dead, 

He'd  lie  there  to  eternity. 

4. 

But  they  are  all  mistaken,  I  see, 
Our  God  he's  ascended  on  high; 

He'll  call  them  forth  under  his  law, 
To  suffer  to  eternity ; 

They  scourg'd  him  and  crown'd  him  with 
thorns, 

Nail'd  him  to  a  cross  for  to  die ; 
Their  malice  to  make  quite  complete, 
A  soldier  pierced  his  thigh. 

5. 

The  blood  that  then  issued  forth, 

Its  virtue  there's  few  can  it  tell; 
It  takes  off  the  fear  of  death, 

Assures  us  we  sha'nt  live  in  hell ; 
x\nd  now  I  will  patiently  wait 

Till  our  God  calls  me  up  on  high ; 
His  word  will  raise  me  from  the  grave, 

To  live  with  him  eternally. 

Bover  Glover 
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HUNDRED  AND  FIFTENTH  SONG 
Oh  !  Lucifer,  of  you  I'm  going  to  tell, 
Your  nature  was  reason,  so  you  did  rebel ; 
When  you  was  in  heaven,  I  do  mean, 
That  your  rebellion  first  was  seen. 

2. 

Fot  which  God  did  cast  you  down, 
From  his  high  imperial  throne, 
Upon  this  earth  for  to  remain, 
And  you  will  never  return  again. 

3, 

And  you  was  that  angel  bright,  I  see, 
That  very  serpent,  tho'  called  a  tree ; 
Your  person  most  lovely  did  appear, 
Unto  Eve's  sight,  it  is  most  clear. 

4. 

And  your  oily  tongue  did  her  deceive; 
Oh!  when  your  counsel  she  did  receive, 
Then  her  innocence  you  did  beguile, 
She  brought  you  forth  in  a  man-child. 
5. 

That  child,  he  was  the  devil,  His  plain, 
Who  then  did  appear  in  cursed  Cain ; 
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All  knowledge  of  God  you  wholly  lost, 
With  all  of  your  angelic  host. 

6. 

For  your  children,  my  God  did  kill, 
'Twas  they  his  precious  blood  did  spill, 
For  which  they  will  be  damn'd,  I  am  sure, 
Eternal  torments  they'll  endure. 

7. 

It  was  my  glorious  God  they  kill'd, 
That  promise  might  be  fulfill' d ; 
That  he  for  Adam's  seed  might  die, 
That  they  might  live  eternally. 

8. 

Oh!  what  great  love  our  God  did  shew, 
Such  a  cruel  death  did  undergo, 
That  we  might  for  ever  be  free* 
And  praise  him  eternally. 

9. 

I  know  all  saints  upon  this  earth, 
Have  reason  in  them  from  their  birth, 
That  doth  most  sadly  them  perplex, 
Whenever  he  doth  play  his  tricks. 

10. 

Which  he  sometimes  do  try  to  see, 
If  he  can  but  get  the  mastery; 
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All  we  can  do  while  here,  I  own. 
Is  by  our  faith,  to  keep  him  down. 

11. 

For  reason,  you  shall  my  servant  be, 
Till  death  doth  come  to  set  me  free, 
So  patiently  my  soul  shall  wait, 
Till  death  has  finished  this  mortal  state. 
12. 

For  a  glorious  crown's  prepar'd  for  me, 
Then  our  dear  prophets  I  shall  see ; 
In  a  lovely  kingdom  we  shall  shine, 
With  our  dear  God  that's  so  divine. 
13. 

When  I  reflect  on  my  happy  state, 
My  tongue  cannot  my  joys  relate, 
For  by  my  faith  I  clearly  see, 
For  ever  in  glory  I  shall  be. 

14. 

My  glorious  God  I  shall  behold, 
With  joys  too  great  for  to  unfold ; 
In  raptures  then  wre  all  shall  sing, 
To  our  dear  redeeming  king. 

15. 

While  devils  will  be  left  behind, 
And  they  no  comfort  then  will  find ; 
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Time  then  ended,  all  will  be  o'er, 
Their  heaven's  past  and  all  their  power. 
16. 

Oh !  then  their  hell  it  will  begin, 
Where  they  committed  all  their  sin, 
Upon  this  earth  they  are  doom'd  to  be 
Unto  all  eternity. 

Sarah  Fever,  1816. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTEENTH  SONG. 
Oh  !  how  happy  is  that  man, 
Unto  a  truth  that  witness  can ; 
That  the  eternal  God  did  die, 
To  give  him  life  eternally ; 
This  is  my  glorious  God  and  king, 
And  I  his  praises  e'er  will  sing. 
2. 

This  God  the  Father  did  create 
Man  in  a  pure  innocent  state, 
In  his  own  form,  which  is  a  man ; 
A  truth  which  none  but  devils  deny  can  ; 
This  is  my  glorious  God  and  king, 
And  I  his  praises  e'er  will  sing. 
3. 

This  God  to  Adam  a  promise  made, 
That  he  would  break  the  serpent's  head, 
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For  to  redeem  his  elect  seed— 
This  is  the  glorious  God  indeed ; 
This  is  my  glorious  God  and  king, 
And  I  his  praises  e'er  will  sing. 

O,  what  a  power  God  did  show, 
When  he  descended  here  below, 
Transmuted  in  a  virgin's  womb, 
Did  very  God  and  man  become ; 
This  is  my  glorious  Gad  and  king, 
And  I  his  praises  e'er  will  sing. 
5. 

Of  a  pure  virgin  never  defiTd, 
My  God  became  a  pure  man-child; 
This  is  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  Ho]y  Ghost,  in  person  one ; 
This  is  my  glorious  God  and  king, 
And  I  his  praises  e'er  will  sing. 
6. 

This  mystery  did  lay  conceal'd, 
Till  God  he  from  his  throne  reveal'd 
How  those  wondrous  works  were  done, 
Declar'd  by  Reeve  and  Muggleton  ; 
This  is  my  glorious  God  and  king, 
And  1  his  praises  e'er  will  sing. 

Thomas  Waltox. 
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HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTEENTH  SONG 
Rejoice,  ye  saints  of  God  above, 
And  sing  his  dear  redeeming  love, 
For  very  God  did  flesh  become, 
Vail'd  all  his  glories  in  a  Son  ; 
Both  Father,  Son  and  Spirit  too, 
Has  now  declar'd  himself  to  you ; 
Three  glorious  titles,  but  one  God, 
In  time  and  in  divine  abode. 

2. 

Oh !  wondrous  strange  it  is  to  tell, 
God  should  himself  with  mortals  dwell; 
That  Adam's  seed  should  be  employ'd, 
When  Adam's  daughter  overjoyed, 
As  mother  to  her  God  became, 
The  infant  God  did  test  the  same ; 
When  from  her  womb  the  spotless  babe 
His  Godhead  show'd,  in  flesh  array'd. 
3. 

Well  might  the  angels  joy  proclaim, 
And  greet  in  such  pathetic  strain  ; 
When  they  descended  to  declare, 
She'd  more  than  man,  for  God  was  there  j 
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While  the  shining  angels  too, 
Appear  to  wandering  shepherds'  view, 
To  tell  the  joy  was  to  man  assign'd, 
God  man  was  born  to  save  mankind. 
4. 

Oh !  sacred  news,  redeeming  king, 
Thy  love  while  here  we'll  ever  sing  ; 
And  to  time's  end  we'll  strive  to  show 
Thy  love,  O  Lord,  to  us  below ; 
Praise  is  the  offering  which  faith  brings, 
True  faith  thou  lovest,  O  king  of  kings ; 
Our  all  in  this  imperfect  state, 
Is  this  return  for  love  so  great. 

5. 

United,  knit  in  love  let's  raise 
Our  voices  then  in  mortal  praise ; 
And  on  these  days  to  Christ  our  king, 
The  glorious  tidings  yearly  bring; 
But  when  translated  up  to  thee, 
In  realms  of  blest  eternity; 
We'll  unmolested  e'er  adore  ; 
'Tis  all  we  wish,  to  sin  no  more. 

James  Miller, 
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HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTEENTH  SONG* 

(Tune,  <  Hearts  of  Oak.') 
Rejoice,  all  my  friends,  while  to  glory  I  steer, 
My  sails  are  all  set,  and  I  find  the  coast  clear ; 
At  the  third  commission,  I'll  anchor  and  stay, 
From  that  peaceful  harbour,  HI  ne'er  go  away; 

True  faith  is  my  ship, 

Peace  and  love  rules  the  helm, 

This  union  so  pure 

Keeps  my  soul  secure, 
With  brave  Reeve  and  Muggleton's  only  true  God. 

True  faith,  &c. 

2. 

On  the  ocean  of  peace  I  contentedly  ride, 
Now  Reeve  is  my  pilot,  and  Muggleton  my  guide ; 
Their  coast  I  will  follow,  with  heart  and  with 
voice, 

Till  my  voyage  is  complete,  that  my  soul  may 
rejoice. 

True  faith  is  my  ship, 

Peace  and  love  rules  the  helm, 

This  union  so  pure 

Keeps  my  soul  secure, 
With  brave  Reeve  and  M  uggleton's  only  true  God. 

True  faith,  &c. 
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3. 

Should  yon  tempest  break  forth,  that  appears  to 
my  view, 

Be  it  ever  so  violent,  to  my  faith  I'll  stand  true ; 
While  envious  thunder  it  threats  and  it  roars, 
Still  my  pilots  will  steer  me  safe  on  to  the  shore^ 

True  faith  is  my  ship, 

Peace  and  love  rules  the  helm, 

This  union  so  pure 

Keeps  my  soul  secure, 
With  brave  Reeve  and  Muggleton's  only  true  God. 

True  faith,  &c. 

4. 

Should  Boreas  of  reason,  blow  up  as  much  strife, 
As  to  burst  her  black  clouds,  to  condemn  my  poor 
life, 

Til  endanger  the  storm  from  her  envious  rod. 
And  find  a  protection  in  my  infinite  God. 

True  faith  is  my  ship, 

Peace  and  love  rules  the  helm, 

This  union  so  pure 

Keeps  my  soul  secure, 
With  brave  Reeve  and  Muggleton's  only  true  God 

True  faith,  &c. 
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5. 

The  olive  and  vine  does  afford  me  more  shield, 
Than  the  lofty  tall  cedar,  that  spreads  o'er  the  field, 
Tho'  its  knowledge  is  great,  yet  its  fruit  is  not 
good, 

For  the  rot's  at  the  root,  which  decays  the  whole 
wood. 

True  faith  is  my  ship, 

Peace  and  love  rules  the  helm, 

This  union  so  pure 

Keeps  my  soul  secure, 
With  brave  Reeve  and  Muggleton's  only  true  God. 

True  faith,  &c. 

6. 

There's  tempests  at  sea,  and  there's  storms  on  the 
land, 

But  the  worst  of  all  storr&s,  is  by  vile  reason's 
hands, 

Yet  their  words,  nor  their  blows,  nor  their  tor- 
tures likewise, 

Shall  e'er  shake  my  faith,  I  so  dearly  do  prize. 
True  faith's  in  my  soul, 
Peace  and  love's  in  my  mind ; 
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I  always  am  ready 
And  willing  to  follow 
My  crucified  Lord,  with  my  cross,  to  the  grave-. 
True  faith's,  &c. 

James  Frost,  1803. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETEENTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  «  Eternal  life  it  is  to  me.') 

Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton  declare 

To  me  the  living  bread, 
And  said,  I  need  not  be  afraid, 

For  God  for  me  had  bled ; 
And  when  I  had  drank  a  sup 

Of  the  blood  of  God  divine, 
My  fears  were  then  all  dried  up, 

And  with  praises  my  soul  did  shine. 
x\nd  when,  &c. 
2. 

When  in  the  wilderness  I  cried 

To  God,  that  he  pity  would  show ; 

The  law  is  then  unsatisfied, 
For  my  God  I  did  not  know ; 

And  when  that  the  water  did  rise, 
Jordan  did  ebb  and  flow ; 
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This  gave  my  soul  a  great  surprise, 
Till  I  into  Canaan  did  go. 
And  when,  &c. 
3. 

And  in  that  land  great  peace  I  found, 

When  1  drank  of  the  spiritual  wine 
This  did  my  reason  quite  confound, 

And  my  faith  did  abundantly  shine 
Like  the  widow  that  gave  the  mite, 

My  living  I  all  give  up, 
When  of  my  God  I  had  a  sight, 

For  to  drink  of  his  glorious  cup. 
Like  the,  &c. 

4. 

Elijah  did  the  water  smite, 

When  he  pass'd  over  Jordan,  I  see ; 
And  often  men  he  did  delight, 

When  from  fear  he  set  them  free ; 
But  when  he  to  heaven  did  go, 

He  did  more,  I  am  satisfied ; 
He  smote  the  sorrow  in  God  below, 

And  then  God  grim  death  defied. 
But  when,  &c. 

M 
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5. 

For  God  then  said,  ■  I'll  freely  give 

My  soul  as  a  ransom  to  death, 
That  my  elect  with  me  may  live, 

When  I  give  them  immortal  breath, 
And  now  1  will  freely  drink  up, 

The  cap  my  father  gave ; 
The  cup  of  death,  that  bitter  cup, 

For  to  save  my  elect  from  the  grave.' 
And  now,  &c. 

BOYER  GLOVEK, 

HUNDRED  AND  TWENTIETH  SONG. 
(Tune,  *  A  rose  tree  in  full  bearing.') 

The  truth  in  all  its  splendour, 

By  faith  I  clearly  see, 
That  God,  the  great  Jehovah, 

Died  here  to  ransom  me. 
The  storms  they  are  all  over 

And  the  work  is  wholly  done; 
In  this  truth  I'm  well  assured, 

By  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
The  storms,  &c. 
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2. 

They  are  the  Lord's  last  prophets 

That  he  will  ever  send, 
Or  any  inspiration, 
Till  time  is  at  an  end. 
The  storms,  &c. 
3. 

God's  myst'ry  they  have  flnish'd, 
And  the  work  made  quite  complete  ; 

They  left  us  bread  and  wine  enough, 
For  all  true  saints  to  eat. 
The  storms,  &c. 

4. 

Now  I'm  longing  for  that  morning, 

When  my  God  will  call  me  home ; 
It  will  be  a  glorious  dawning 

Unto  true  faith  alone. 
The  clouds  will  disappear, 

The  sun  will  in  full  splendour  shine, 
And  I  shall  meet  my  God  above, 
To  sing  new  songs  of  praise  divine. 
The  clouds,  &e. 

M-argarst  Frost. 
U2 
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HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-FIRST  SONG. 
God  of  glory,  great  Redeemer, 
Spring  of  joy  and  source  of  love, 
Faith's  true  object,  and  saints  treasure, 
Christ  eternal  God  above ; 
O  thy  love  will  ever  be 
Our  praise  to  all  eternity  : 
None  but  faith  these  joys  can  see 
Or  comprehend  this  mystery, 
How  the  eternal  God  alone, 
Is  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one. 
2 

There's  none  but  Muggletonians  only, 
That  this  secret  can  define ; 
Thanks  to  God  his  prophets  told  us, 
Shew'd  this  mystery  divine ; 
Reeve  his  mission  knew  full  well, 
And  Muggleton  the  same  did  tell; 
They  both  upon  this  earth  did  dwell, 
To  let  saints  know  both  heaven  and  hell ; 
How  the  eternal  God  alone 
Is  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one. 
3 

The  glorious  news  those  days  commenc'd , 
Happy  those  who  can  believe, 
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Salvation's  offered  in  the  doctrine 
Of  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve ; 
No  other  church  there  is  thai  can 
Know  what  God  is,  for  God  was  man ; 
No  other  system  truth  can  scan, 
But  the  Muggletonians  can, 
How  the  eternal  God  alone 
Is  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one. 
4 

All  glory  then  and  praise  be  given 

To  our  God  of  glory  high, 

Who  dwells  above  the  starry  heavens, 

Reigns  in  immortality : 

Oh !  glorious  God,  redeeming  king, 

Thy  matchless  love  we'll  ever  sing, 

And  strive  thy  praise  now  to  begin, 

Who  did  salvation  to  us  bring; 

And  let  us  know  that  thou  alone, 

Art  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-SECOND 
SONG. 

What  love,  O  God,  can  equal  thine 
To  mortals  here  below ! 

m3 
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Who  can  thy  glory  here  define, 
Or  who  thy  brightness  show? 

By  faith  we  see,  as  thro'  a  glass, 
Refulgent  rays  divine ; 

But  what  is  this  to  that,  alas  ! 
When  we  in  glory  shine. 

2. 

Oh !  Christ,  thy  love  will  ever  be 

My  lasting  theme  and  praise; 
To  time's  last  date  we'll  all  agree 

To  celebrate  those  days  ; 
But,  oh!  eternity  wo' nt  be 

Sufficient  to  declare, 
The  riches  of  thy  love  to  me, 

They  so  exceeding  are. 

3. 

Redeeming  love,  Redeemer  dear, 

Our  grateful  souls  adore ; 
True  faith  employs  a  heart  sincere 

In  praise,  till  time's  no  more ; 
With  patience  waiting  for  our  change, 

Would  willingly  resign 
Our  souls  in  death,  for  death's  a  friend, 

The  way  to  joys  divine. 
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4. 

Welcome,  my  soul,  this  glorious  morn, 

Tn  songs  your  praise  proclaim, 
And  let  the  morrow  be  adorn'd 

With  anthems  of  the  same ; 
The  third,  which  did  our  joys  complete, 

Alike  commemorate ; 
And  every  year  those  days  we'll  meet, 

The  same  to  celebrate. 

5. 

The  glorious  mission  of  our  Lord, 

These  three  days  did  employ, 
And  from  his  high  divine  abode, 

Sent  sweet  salvation  joy ; 
Which  Reeve  and  Muggleton  declar'd, 

True  prophets  from  on  high ; 
Eternal  joys  God  has  prepar'd 

For  us  eternally. 

6. 

Then,  saints,  in  transports  let  us  sing, 
Since  we  have  such  joys  in  store, 

To  Jesus  Christ,  the  king  of  kings, 
Elective  love  adore ; 

With  hearts  united  all  combine, 
Sweet  hallelujahs  raise ; 
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And  let  us  all  in  praises  join, 
To  crown  those  happy  days. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-THIRD 
SONG. 

Happy  mortals,  filled  with  praises, 
On  these  blessed  glorious  days, 
To  that  mighty  rock  of  ages, 

Sound  your  sweet  and  tuneful  lays, 
To  that,  &c. 

2. 

See,  my  friends,  your  God  from  heaven, 
Born  a  creature  here  on  earth  ; 

For  to  faith  alone  'tis  given, 
To  behold  his  wondrous  birth. 
For  to,  &c. 

3. 

Upon  the  cross,  when  just  expiring, 

How  his  blood  in  streams  did  flow, 
True  saints  will  ever  be  admiring, 
What  their  God  did  undergo. 
True  saints,  &c. 
4. 

Resigning  there  his  sacred  breath, 
Now  he's  ascended  far  on  high, 
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By  conquering  sin,  death  and  hell, 
Rose  again  victoriously. 

By  conquering,  &c. 
5. 

Upon  his  precious  blood  depending, 

Faithful  souls  an  earnest  have, 
Of  their  pleasures  never  ending, 
Which  do  lie  beyond  the  grave. 
Of  their,  &c. 
6. 

Come,  sweet  Jesus,  end  our  sorrows, 

We  are  willing  to  resign 
Our  souls  in  death,  for  joy  it  follows, 

Endless  joys  and  all  divine. 
Our  souls,  &c. 

7. 

Center'd  in  that  blessed  kingdom, 
Where  the  spring  of  love  we  see, 

Happy  in  our  glorious  freedom, 
Unto  all  eternity. 

Happy  in,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover 
M  5 
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HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY- FOURTH 
SONG. 
(Tune,  '  Haste,  Phillis,  haste.') 

When  my  sins  did  accuse  me, 

And  justice  me  bound, 
I  cried  for  mercy, 

But  no  mercy  I  found ; 
While  I  was  in  false  worship, 

In  Egypt's  dark  land, 
God's  law  did  inform  me, 

I  in  justice  must  stand. 

2. 

From  God's  infinite  justice 

How  fain  would  I  fly, 
When  the  law  it  condemn'd  me 

For  ever  to  die ; 
But  no  place  to  hide  me, 

Could  by  me  be  found, 
So  I  lay  down  at  justice 

Till  mercy  I  found. 

3. 

Now  the  way  I  found  mercy, 
To  you  I  will  show ; 
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'Twas  by  the  third  commission, 
By  which  1  do  know, 

That  God  that  created 
As  Father  on  high, 

To  satisfy  justice, 
In  mercy  did  die. 

If  God  had  all  power, 

What  could  him  impede ; 
Or  why  must  he  die, 

To  redeem  his  lost  seed? 
Was  his  hand  ever  shortened 

Since  he  formed  on  high; 
Or  why  to  save  sinners, 

Must  the  soul  of  God  die? 

5. 

To  this  curious  question, 

I  make  this  reply : 
That  for  breaking  God's  law, 

It  is  just  all  should  die ; 
And  to  manifest  justice, 

Grim  death  did  succeed ; 
And  to  manifest  mercy, 

In  love  God  did  bleed. 
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6. 

Pray,  where  is  God's  justice, 

If  all  are  set  free  ? 
Or,  where  is  his  mercy, 

If  none  saved  me  ? 
And  if  God  aton'd  justice 

In  mercy  and  love, 
He  has  purchasd  a  power 

To  call  us  above. 

7. 

It  was  love  was  the  motive 

Which  caus'd  God  to  die, 
And  to  manifest  power, 

He  formed  on  high ; 
But,  oh !  what  a  power 

In  God  did  appear, 
When  he  died  as  a  ransom 

For  his  elect  so  dear. 

8. 

Thus  justice  offended, 
All  creatures  must  die, 

And  nought  could  atone  it 
But  infinity : 

Thus  justice  eternal 
To  Cain  and  his  seed, 
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And  mercy  for  ever 
To  the  faithful  indeed. 

Boyer  Glover. 


HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-FIFTH  SONG 

When  I  praise  the  God  of  Jacob, 
In  my  soul  what  joys  do  flow, 
For  to  see,  by  his  last  prophets, 
We  this  mighty  God  do  know. 
Now  will  I  praise  this  Lord  of  life, 
That  in  my  soul  has  banish' d  strife. 
2. 

The  law  of  God,  me  sore  opprest, 
Till  by  his  prophets  I  found  rest; 
For  now  by  faith,  I  clearly  see, 
This  mighty  God  has  died  for  me. 
Now  will,  &c. 

3. 

Mighty  Jesus,  Lord  above, 
How  shall  we  speak  thy  boundless  love, 
Who,  to  poor  sinners  here  below, 
Does  give  thy  mighty  self  to  know. 
Now  will,  &c. 
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4. 

Now,  my  dear  friends,  let  us  all  agree 
To  live  in  peace  and  unity, 
And  ever  praise  his  holy  name, 
Who  once  for  us  a  son  became. 
Now  will,  &c. 
5. 

A  Son,  a  Saviour,  and  our  God, 
As  we  are  taught  by  this  record ; 
For  here  we  sinners  see  indeed, 
Our  mighty  God  for  us  did  bleed. 
Now  will,  &c. 
6. 

So  let  us  all  together  join 
To  praise  this  God  that  is  so  divine ; 
For  by  his  witnesses  we  see, 
One  mighty  God,  with  titles  three. 
Now  will,  &c. 

7. 

Now  I  will  joyfully  make  known, 
His  prophets  Reeve  and  Muggleton ; 
That  all  my  friends  may  plainly  see, 
What  my  great  God  has  done  for  me. 
Now  will,  &c. 

Rebecca  Burton. 
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HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-SIXTH  SONG 

(Tune,  c  Pretty  Polly  say.') 
Hark,  hark,  ye  sons  of  faith, 
What  bold  reason  saith, 
How  he  boasts  of  mighty  arms, 
In  hopes  thereby  to  conquer; 
With  sword  and  shield, 
Reaps  the  field, 
Captives  yield, 
With  thundering  smoking  cannon  ; 
While  the  saints  in  love  combine, 
And  with  faithful  hearts  do  join 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
While  the,  &c. 

2. 

Then  let  true  saints  adore 

Those  blessings  in  great  store, 

And  praise  that  God  that  shed  bis  blood, 

To  save  as  evermore ; 

Let  us  sing 

To  that  king, 

That  doth  us  bring 
To  a  throne  that's  never  undone, 
Where  we  ever  shall  accord 
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With  the  prophets  of  the  Lord, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Where  we,  &c. 
3. 

One  glance  from  heaven's  throne 
Into  the  soul  of  man, 
Doth  so  much  joy  and  comfort  bring. 
It  fills  his  heart  with  pleasure ; 

It  takes  off  fears, 

Wipes  off  tears, 

And  appears 
Surpassing  earthly  mammon ; 
True  faith  it  is  we  now  retain, 
The  declaration  of  two  men, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
True  faith,  &c. 

4. 

Let  reason  plunder  still, 
And  his  own  nature  kill, 
Since  that  he  no  other  light 
Never  must  discover ; 

Blest  are  we, 

Who  do  see, 

Ourselves  free, 
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And  heirs  to  a  commission, 
By  the  words  that  we  have  read, 
In  the  writings  of  the  dead, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
By  the,  &c. 

5. 

All  honor  thanks  and  praise, 
Be  given  all  our  days, 
To  the  fountain  of  all  faith, 
From  whence  all  joys  proceedeth; 

And  as  before, 

Sing  once  more, 

And  adore 
The  glorious  God  of  heaven, 
That  a  commission  great  did  give, 
To  his  prophets  while  they  lived, 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
That  a,  &c. 

6. 

Now  they  are  gone  to  sleep, 

Let  us  take  care  and  keep 

Those  precepts  they  have  left  behind* 

And  we  shall  live  for  ever, 

To  behold 

Crowns  of  gold 

Uncontroul'dj 
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In  the  presence  of  our  Saviour ; 
Where  we  ever  shall  remain, 
And  in  hallelujahs  join 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Where  we,  &c. 

William  Wood,  Joiner, 

HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  <  Ye  Gentlemen  of  England.') 

You  faithful  Muggletonians  who  truly  do  believe 
The  doctrine  of  Muggleton  to  be  the  same  as 
Reeve ; 

Let  no  wise  anti-followers  infuse  into  your  ear. 
That  a  prayer,  Christ  does  hear,  from  us  mortals 
here  below. 

2. 

Great  Reeve,  God  gave  him  power  his  secret  to 
declare, 

With  Muggleton,  two  champions,  this  world  can 

ne'er  compare  ; 
Great  Muggleton  declar  d  the  truth  for  us  to 

know, 

That  the  law  condemns  all  whate'er  from  reason 
flow. 
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3. 

Our  prophets  tell  us  plainly,  God  of  them  notice 
took, 

And  from  no  other  power  for  notice  we  must 
look, 

Excepting  from  our  conscience,  in  which  God's 

law  do  grow ; 
This  I  know,  Reeve  says  so,  and  in  our  souls 

does  flow. 

4. 

It's  by  our  faith  in  Muggleton  and  Reeve  that 
gives  us  peace, 

And  elevates  our  souls  with  joy  that  daily  do  in- 
crease ; 

The  motions  do  immediate  all  thro' our  conscience 
move, 

Where  it  grows,  there  it  flows,  not  direct  from 
God  above. 

5. 

>ur prophets  they  did  both  agree;  God  did  ordain 
it  so ; 

id  none  in  faith  will  e'er  assume  beyond  the 
truth  to  go ; 
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But  justify  our  works  by  faith,  seal'd  by  God's 
Jaw  in  love ; 

Then  in  peace,  joys  increase,  and  thro'  our  souls 
do  move. 

6. 

We  must  go  unto  Muggleton  and  Reeve's  fountain 
of  love, 

It  is  the  very  fountain  that  flows  in  God  above, 
And  there  all  wants  will  be  supplied  to  all  who 

do  them  own ; 
This  we're  sure,  and  as  pure,  as  if  come  from 

God  alone. 

James  Frost,  1809. 

HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-EIGHTH 
SONG. 

Oh  !  how  nappy's  my  condition, 

From  false  worship  am  set  free, 
And  have  store  of  ammunition, 

For  to  face  the  enemy ; 
Of  the  comforts  of  salvation, 

Sure  there  is  no  joy  like  this, 
Springs  of  water  ever  flowing, 

And  I  am  for  ever  blest. 
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2. 

When  I  read  the  prophets  writings, 

It  doth  so  my  soul  revive, 
Reason  it  becomes  a  captive, 

And  my  faith  doth  daily  thrive ; 
In  a  desert  I  was  wandering, 

Musing  by  myself  alone, 
But  I  could  not  find  my  way  out, 

Till  I  came  to  Muggleton. 
3. 

Then  I  saw  the  secret  mysteries, 

Which  the  world  could  not  unfold, 
And  I  stood  like  one  amazed, 

For  to  see  the  serpent's  roll ; 
For  they  often  are  professing 

Of  a  God,  but  know  him  not; 
For  in  sins  they  are  all  drunken, 

And  they  stagger  like  a  sot. 
4. 

But  my  God  will  love  and  pity, 
Set  me  in  the  promis'd  land, 

Giving  me  great  store  of  riches, 
That  I  evermore  might  stand, 

And  plac'd  me  in  a  commission, 
That  he  gave  to  prophet  Reeve ; 


2  SONGS. 

Oh  !  my  soul  be  ever  thankful 
That  such  blessings  I  receive. 
5. 

Hallelujah  sing  for  ever 

To  our  glorious  God  above ; 
In  his  wisdom  us  created, 

x\nd  redeem' d  us  with  his  blood  : 
The  Jews,  full  of  spite  and  envy, 

Nail'd  our  Saviour  to  the  cross ; 
Unto  us  it  is  salvation, 

But  to  them  it  is  a  curse. 
6. 

Tho'  his  precious  blood  they  spilled, 

'Twas  to  wash  our  sins  away, 
That  the  scriptures  might  be  fulfilled, 

For  they  speak  of  that  dreadful  day 
Jf  the  Jews  could  have  kept  him  under, 

Then  the  day  had  been  their  own ; 
But  it  was  beyond  their  power, 

For  he  is  ascended  unto  his  throne. 
7. 

But  the  Jews  were  all  amazed, 
When  the  stone  was  rolled  away, 

And  their  hearts  were  sorely  pricked, 
For  they  knew  not  what  to  say ; 
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But  the  rulers  they  consulted 
With  the  soldiers  thus  to  say : 

'  His  disciples,  while  we  sleeping, 
Came  and  stole  his  corpse  away/ 
8. 

But  we  know  he  is  ascended, 

Tho'  it  is  to  their  disgrace ; 
When  all  time  is  gone  and  ended, 

We  shall  see  him  face  to  face ; 
Hallelujah  sing  for  ever, 

And  for  ever  praise  his  name ; 
Let  ail  saints  now  join  together, 

And  for  ever  praise  his  name. 

Johanna  Straght. 

HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-NINTH 
SONG. 

How  sweet  and  pleasant  are  those  days, 

Now  I  my  God  can  see, 
His  precious  blood  my  soul  has  freed 

From  death  eternally; 

From  death  eternally ; 
The  fears  of  death  will  ne'er  surprise, 

Salvation's  wrought  in  me ; 
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Now  I  redeeming  love  shall  sing* 
To  all  eternity. 

To  all,  &c. 

2. 

When  that  our  God  was  under  death, 

How  vain  did  reason  boast ; 
Not  thinking  he  had  power  then, 
Those  fetters  to  unloose ; 
Those  fetters,  &c. 
But  David's  root  salvation  brought, 

Unto  the  royal  seed ; 
Damnation  unto  root  and  branch, 
Of  those  that  made  him  bleed. 
Of  those,  &c. 

3. 

Now  reason  in  their  vaunted  pride, 

Salvation  would  obtain 
By  outward  form,  but  faith  doth  know 

Their  prayers  are  in  vain ; 
Their  prayers,  &c. 
For  Ood's  rejection's  on  them  sure, 

No  favor  can  they  gain ; 
When  we  to  glory  all  arise, 

In  hell  they'll  all  remain* 
In  hell,  &c. 
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4. 

Come  Zion's  sons,  rejoice  with  me, 

To  see  the  work  is  done ; 
We  nothing  else  have  for  to  do, 

Bt;t  praise  that  glorious  one ; 
But  praise,  &c. 
While  thro'  this  mortal  life  we  pass, 

Our  praises  we  will  sing; 
Till  rais'd  to  realms  of  lasting  bliss, 

With  an  immortal  king. 
With  an,  &c. 

Thomas  Mudford, 

HUNDRED  AND  THIRTIETH  SONG, 
Happy  ye  above  all  mankind, 
Who  from  an  inward  light  can  see, 
With  a  pure  unclouded  mind, 
The  long  unravell'd  mystery, 
Can  behold  that  only  good, 
And  get  from  thence  celestial  food. 
Can  behold,  &c. 
2. 

Tyrant  boast  thyself  in  power, 
Go,  pride  thee  in  thy  rigid  sway, 
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Joy  thee  in  thy  golden  store, 
Vain  glories  that  must  soon  decay ; 
Tyrannize  o'er  all  thy  land, 
And  lord  thyself  in  wide  command. 
Tyrannize  o'er,  &c. 
3. 

Happy  he  who  can  despise 
Thy  power,  thy  sway,  thy  store  and  lan 
Whilst  more  glorious  objects  rise, 
And  make  him  scorn  thy  wide  command 
He  from  thence  may  dig  such  ore, 
As  is  not  in  thy  golden  store. 
He  from,  &c. 

4. 

Happy  he,  thrice  happy  he, 
Who  plainly  sees  with  sacred  eyes, 
Christ  in  one,  that  glorious  three, 
In  whom  alone  the  Godhead  lies; 
May  from  thence  such  wealth  receive, 
As  pompous  empire  ne'er  can  give. 
May  from,  &c. 

Thomas  Cook 
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HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY- FIRST  SONG. 
Oh  !  Lord,  my  God  and  king, 
All  praise  to  thee  will  I  sing ; 
Jesus,  my  king, 
Oil!  thou  ancient  of  days, 
Worthy  art  thou  of  praise ; 
Unto  the  end  of  days 
We  will  adore. 

2. 

tf  Worthy  the  Lamb/  they  cried, 
Sweet  Jesus  who  for  us  died,  j 
Oh !  king  of  saints ; 
For  thy  elect  alone, 
Thy  blood  it  did  atone ; 
Thou  art  my  God  alone, 
And  no  one  else. 

3. 

Tho'  the  world  worships  three, 
They're  blind  and  can't  see, 
Nor  know  the  true  God; 
His  blood  they  do  despise, 
And  say,  we  believe  in  lies : 
Because  they  do  despise, 
They  will  be  damn'd. 
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4. 

This  is  their  sentence  sure, 
Which  they  cannot  endure, 
But  true  it  is, 

Their  God  cannot  them  save, 
From  torments  they  will  have, 
When  they're  raised  from  the  grave. 
For  evermore. 

Thomas  Luther. 

HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-SECOND 
SONG. 

Oh  !  happy  elect,  ye  elect  that  believe 
In  the  principles  that  are  laid  down 
In  the  commission  great  of  the  great  prophet 
Reeve, 

And  likewise  of  great  Muggleton ; 
Most  heavenly  truths  in  their  doctrine  we  find, 
And  we  heavenly  manna  feed  on, 
Makes  new  revelation  arise  in  our  minds, 
And  we  bless  the  day  that  we  were  born, 
That  we  were  born,  that  we  were  born. 
And  we,  &c. 

2. 

Curst  reason  doth  hate  us,  and  that  we  do  know, 
For  they  oftimes  do  us  persecute ; 
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Such  spiritual  trials,  adds  strength  to  our  bow, 
Then  we  see  both  the  seed  and  the  fruit ; 
If  once  we  our  arrows  upon  them  let  fly, 
How  dreadful  their  state,  and  forlorn ; 
Then  we  know  they  are  damn'd  to  eternity, 
And  they'll  curse  the  day  that  they  were  born, 
That  they  were  born,  that  they  were  born. 
And  they'll,  &c. 

3. 

The  nature  of  reason,  of  reason  so  blind, 

It  cannot  see  that  which  is  good ; 

For  the  imagination  of  its  own  dark  mind, 

It  worships,  and  thinks  it  is  God ; 

The  true  God  and  his  prophets,  their  fathers 

did  kill,  N 
And  God's  children  they  now  hold  in  scorn  ; 
Were  it  not  for  the  law,  our  blood  they  would 

spill, 

But  the  law  hath  stunted  their  horn, 
It  hath  stunted  their  horn,  it  hath  stunted  their 
horn. 

But  the,  &c. 

4. 

How  blessed  it  is,  it  is  for  to  see, 
The  distinction  between  the  two  seeds, 
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The  knowledge  of  which  gives  true  liberty, 
And  shews  us  how  from  bondage  we  are  freed  ; 
The  mystery  of  God  is  finished,  I  see, 
And  his  love  is  so  to  us  made  known, 
That  we  are  sure  to  live  with  him  to  eternity, 
And  praise  him  with  all  the  new-born, 
With  all  the  new-born,  with  all  the  new-born. 
And  praise,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-THIRD  SONG 
I  do  believe  in  God  alone, 
Likewise  in  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
And  that  true  witnesses  they  be, 
Which  sets  me  in  sweet  liberty. 
2. 

There  was  none  alive  on  this  earth  could 
tell, 

What  was  heaven,  or  what  was  hell ; 
Nor  yet  the  soul's  mortality, 
Which  sets  me  in  sweet  liberty. 
3. 

Angels  in  heaven  too  there  be, 
Subject  to  pure  reason  and  mutability  ; 
The  rise  and  fall  of  the  two  seeds,  1  see, 
Which  sets  me  in  sweet  liberty. 
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4. 

Our  God  was  on  his  heavenly  throne, 
And  from  that  throne  descended  down  ,. 
A  time  in  the  virgin's  womb  to  be, 
To  set  his  own  at  liberty. 

5. 

Then  a  sore  journey  he  did  go, 
And  on  this  earth  walk'd  to  and  fro  ; 
At  length  he  died  upon  a  tree, 
To  set  his  own  at  liberty. 

6. 

Oh !  then  they  buried  him  in  a  tomb, 
In  hopes  he  would  not  rise  again ; 
But  the  all  quick' ning  power  was  free. 
To  set  him  in  sweet  liberty. 

7. 

Then  he  ascended  the  heavens  high, 
And  there  to  reign  eternally ; 
Where  1  am  sure,  my  God  I  shall  see, 
When  I  am  in  sweet  liberty. 

8. 

So  now,  my  soul,  look  back  and  see, 
What  thy  dear  God  has  done  for  thee ; 
His  electing  love  it  has  been  free, 
To  set  thee  in  sweet  liberty. 
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9. 

So  now,  my  friends,  let's  all  agree, 
In  love  and  peace  and  unity ; 
Since  we  are  sure  our  God  we  shall  see, 
When  we  are  in  perfect  liberty. 

Martha  Carter. 

HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-FOURTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  <  Bishop  of  Hereford  and  Robin  Hood.') 
In  the  days  of  my  ignorance  I  worshipp'd  a  God, 

Without  form,  call'd  persons  three  ; 
But  since  that  I  came  to  the  knowledge  of  truth, 
One  God  is  enough  for  me. 
But  since,  &c. 

2. 

When  the  law  did  accuse  me,  1  fear'd  to  die, 

1  wept  most  bitterly ; 
But  the  God  that  I  pray'd  to,  was  not  to  be  found, 

He  could  neither  hear  nor  see. 
But  the,  &c*. 

3. 

The  woful  condition  my  soul  it  was  in, 
All  you  that  have  felt  can  see ; 
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With  the  damn'd  in  hell,  I  fear  d  I  should  remain. 
Unto  all  eternity. 

With  the,  &c. 

4. 

But  when  that  I  unto  true  prophets  did  come, 

This  thing  they  show'd  unto  me ; 
That  if  1  could  believe  in  this  third  record, 

I  should  live  eternally. 
That  if,  &c. 

5. 

This  thing  I  pondered  in  my  soul, 

For  it  seem'd  strange  to  me ; 
Till  I  saw  by  the  blood  of  a  crucified  God, 

I  should  live  eternally. 
Till  I,  &c. 

6. 

Oh!  then,  how  I  lift  up  my  voice  and  went 

For  joy,  when  I  could  see, 
That  I  was  by  the  blood  of  a  crucified  G^"  . 

From  eternal  death  set  free. 
That  I,  &c. 

7. 

When  Christ  he  here  was  crucified, 
From  death  to  set  us  free  j 
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Then  the  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 
All  died  upon  a  tree. 
Then  the,  &c. 

8. 

i 

And  tho'  he  here  as  a  creature  died, 

What  a  glorious  sight  to  see; 
He  was  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God,  but  titles  three. 
He  was,  &e. 

9. 

His  glorious  spirit  the  Father  was, 

His  body  was  the  Son, 
And  the  Holy  Ghost  his  power  was, 

All  centering  in  one. 
And  the,  &c. 

10. 

All  you  that  to  these  truths  do  come, 

If  you  by  faith  them  see; 
Then  go,  wash  in  the  Wood  of  a  crucified  God, 

And  you'll  live  eternally. 
Then  go,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 


i 
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HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-FIFTH  SONG 
Dear  friends  in  truth,  that  In  your  youth. 

So  happy  are  with  me, 
To  know  that  our  eternal  God, 
Did  die  to  set  us  free. 

2. 

Oh !  blest  Jehovah,  that  has  given 

To  us  the  seed  of  faith, 
To  eat  thy  flesh  and  drink  thy  blood, 

For  so  the  scripture  saith. 
3. 

The  mighty  Jesus  doth  invite 

Us  to  the  blessed  feast ; 
Lord,  we  will  come,  Lord,  we  are  come. 

Since  we  are  welcome  guests. 
4. 

Come,  loving  brethren,  let  us  drink, 

For  that  will  make  us  sing, 
Continual  praises  unto  him, 

That's  our  immortal  king. 
&. 

O,  dear  Redeemer,  we  have  drank, 

And  we  are  satisfied ; 
Our  sins  are  washed  all  away, 

As  filth  before  the  tide. 

N  1 
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6. 

Thy  flesh  we  find  is  meat  indeed* 

Thy  blood  doth  satisfy, 
Each  thirsty  soul  that  unto  those 

Celestial  streams  do  fly. 

7. 

Both  old  and  young,  both  rich  and  poor. 
Thou  sayest  shall  welcome  be  ; 

The  chains  of  sin  thou'll  take  away, 
If  they  have  faith  in  thee. 

8. 

Oh!  blessed  be  thy  holy  name, 

That  by  this  third  record, 
Our  faith  revived,  and  we  can  see 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord. 
9. 

The  mysteries  of  thy  holy  word, 

iVbundantly  we  know, 
The  golden  oil  into  our  souls, 

Continually  doth  flow. 

10. 

And  we  will  let  the  people  know, 

What  blessings  we  enjoy ; 
We'd  have  them  not  to  take  our  words, 

But  come,  and  taste  and  try. 
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II. 

But  you,  dear  brethren,  that  have  tried, 

With  me  can  truly  say, 
We  have  the  blood  of  God  to  drink, 

Which  many  cast  away. 

12. 

Oh !  let  us  love  this  mighty  God, 
With  love  that's  pure  and  free  ; 

For  we  shall  live  and  reign  with  him 
To  all  eternity. 

13. 

And  let's  each  other  dearly  love, 

Nor  can  it  otherwise  be  ; 
For  that's  the  precious  fruit  of  faith, 

That  cometh  from  that  tree. 
14. 

The  world  will  hate  us,  that  we  know, 

Against  us  they'll  combine ; 
O,  let  us  lovingly  agree, 

That  so  our  faith  may  shine. 
15. 

Should  persecution  flow  amain, 
Our  God,  our  strength  will  be ; 

For  should  the  serpent  bruise  our  heel, 
His  head  shall  broken  be. 

n  3 


SONGS. 


16. 

Our  joyful  sufferings  they  will  bring, 

Unto  the  serpent's  seed  ; 
That  envy,  horror,  shame  and  grief, 

That  for  them  was  decreed. 
17. 

What,  if  they  send  us  to  the  grave, 

A  poor  revenge  indeed  ; 
A  glorious  day  wiil  quickly  come, 

And  we  shall  all  be  freed. 
18. 

And  then,  dear  brethren,  you  and  I, 

And  all  the  seed  of  faith, 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  trumpet  sound, 

For  so  the  scripture  saith. 
19. 

O  come,  ye  blessed,  come  with  me, 
The  mansions  are  prepar'd ; 

Then  all  shall  know  that  it  was  truth, 
His  prophets  have  declar'd. 

Robert  Gregor 
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HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  6  Darby  and  Joan.') 
Jehovah,  that  infinite  God, 
Came  down  from  Lis  kingdom  on  high ; 
A  creature  he  here  did  become, 
And  for  to  redeem  us  did  die  ; 
But,  oh!  what  a  change  did  he  make, 
From  glories  that  did  him  surround, 
When  he  here  mortal  became, 
And  for  us  with  thorns  he  was  crown' d. 
2. 

Oh !  think  of  his  wonderful  love, 
Where  you  your  salvation  see  clear ; 
'Twas  none  but  the  blood  of  a  God, 
Could  purchase  a  ransom  so  dear ; 
It  was  none  but  an  infinite  God, 
Here  for  to  redeem  us  could  die, 
And  live  by  the  power  of  his  word, 
From  death,  unto  eternity. 

3. 

Since  God  he  had  infinite  power, 
What  could  his  great  word  then  impede  ? 
What  made  him  come  down  here  to  die ; 
Or  for  to  redeem  us,  to  bleed? 

N  4 


/ 
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It  was  j  ustice  was  made  wroth  with  sin, 
Which  none  e'er  could  satisfy ; 
This  made  God  come  down  in  his  love, 
And  for  to  redeem  us,  did  die. 

4. 

Since  this  was  the  love  of  our  God, 
That  infinite  pattern  on  high, 
Let  us  his  divine  precepts  keep, 
Until  that  the  day  we  do  die ; 
And  when  we  are  center  d  in  death, 
We  there  but  a  moment  shall  lie ; 
Till  God  he  will  come  in  his  love, 
To  raise  us  to  eternity. 

5. 

In  love  here  now  let  us  combine, 
For  to  praise  our  alone  God  on  high ; 
All  you  that  have  faith  in  his  blood, 
Your  lost  souls  for  to  satisfy ; 
And  when  on  his  love  you  do  feed, 
Your  souls  it  will  here  satisfy ; 
Like  me,  you  will  here  be  assur'd, 
To  live  with  God  eternally. 

6. 

My  soul  doth  live  here  in  peace, 

I  praise  my  dear  God  night  and  day  • 


SONGS.  361  - 

The  faith  that  I  have  in  his  blood, 
Hath  taken  all  fears  quite  away ; 
While  devils  in  envy  here  dwell, 
The  love  of  our  God  never  can  see, 
And  having  no  faith  in  their  souls, 
Are  damn'd  to  eternity. 

7. 

Tho'  we  here  in  Egypt  do  live, 
The  true  light  of  Goshen  we  see, 
While  reason  quite  blinded  with  folly, 
The  life  of  redemption  can't  see  ; 
While  we  by  the  faith  in  God's  blood, 
Can  soar  to  a  kingdom  on  high ; 
There  drink  of  the  fountain  of  life, 
And  live  unto  eternity. 

8. 

The  wilderness  we  have  gone  through, 
And  Jordan  we  have  pass'd  over ; 
In  Canaan  now  we  do  live, 
Where  we  have  great  plenty  in  store ; 
Great  giants  we  saw  slew  by  the  way, 
Whose  envy  to  us  it  was  great, 
When  we  by  the  faith  in  our  souls, 
The  wonders  of  God  did  relate. 

Boyer  Glover, 
n  5 
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HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  c  An  uncreated  essence/ 

God  in  bright  burning  glory, 

My  soul  does  long  to  see ; 
My  sins  are  gone  before  me, 

God's  blood  has  set  me  free ; 
'Tis  by  the  third  commission, 

Salvation  I  do  see,' 
And  stand  in  a  blest  condition, 

An  heir  to  God  I  be. 
■f  Is  by,  &c. 

2. 

From  Edom,  with  dyed  garments, 

Our  God  came  up  so  red, 
x\nd  trod  within  the  wine-press, 

Until  his  soul  was  dead; 
His  body  was  the  wine-press, 

Wherein  the  spirit  trod ; 
The  law  it  was  the  fierceness 

And  wrath  of  mighty  God. 
His  body,  &c. 
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3. 

His  body  was  extended 

Upon  a  cursed  tree, 
And  then  his  soul  descended 

Into  grim  death,  I  see ; 
Although  with  thorns  they  crowned 

Heaven's  immortal  heir, 
With  glories  now  surrounded, 

He  tripple  crowns  does  wear. 
Although  with,  &c. 

They  nail'd  a  superscription 

Above  his  head,  I  see; 
And  said,  '  this  great  deceiver, 

The  king  of  the  Jews  would  be ; 
And  then  they  brought  him  vinegar, 

And  mingled  it  with  gall : 
He  who  was  deem'd  a  traitor, 

Is  now  the  Lord  of  all. 
And  then,  &c. 
5. 

Death  conquer  d  as  a  creature, 
The  soul  of  heaven's  king ; 

And  God  the  great  Creator. 
Did  down  to  silence  bring ; 
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But  death  for  want  of  power, 

His  chains  too  weak  were  found ; 
So  God  at  his  own  hour, 

Did  quicken  from  the  ground. 
Bat  death,  &c. 
6. 

As  Father,  he  created; 

As  Son,  he  did  redeem  ; 
As  Holy  Ghost,  he  sanctities 

Those  that  have  faith  in  him ; 
And  now  like  heaven's  host, 

Christ's  praises  let  us  sing  ; 
He's  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God  and  glorious  king. 
And  now,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 


HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-EIGHTH 
SONG. 

How  blest  and  how  happy  am  I, 
My  God  he  has  honor'd  me  much, 

He  sent  his  two  prophets  to  me, 
And  I  have  receiv'd  them  as  such ; 

Therefore  I  receive  the  reward, 
Which  is  an  eternal  blessing ; 
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None  other  I'll  ever  regard ; 
All  praise  to  my  glorious  king. 
2t 

From  whom  flows  all  heavenly  joy, 

That  arises  in  the  hearts  of  his  saints, 
Which  reason  can  never  enjoy, 

So  they  well  may  make  heavy  complaints ; 
But  patiently  here  we  do  wait, 

The  true  Muggletonian's  king ; 
For  being  assur'd  of  our  state, 

Our  praises  for  ever  we'll  sing. 
3. 

My  soul  is  refreshed  with  grace, 

All  praised  be  thy  holy  name  ; 
I  soon  shall  see  thee  face  to  face, 

Then  loud  I'll  thy  praises  proclaim, 
Though  now  I  will  praise  thee  in  time, 

For  thou  art  the  pattern  of  love  , 
How  boundless  my  joys  then  will  be, 

To  see  my  Redeemer  above. 

4. 

In  motion  that  is  swift  as  thought, 

Our  bodies  all  glorious  will  be ; 
Our  God  has  dearly  us  bought, 

For  to  live  with  him  eternally. 
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Beholding  this  God-man  divine ; 

What  a  glorious  object  to  see, 
Whose  body  transparent  doth  shine : 

This,  this  is  the  God  that  loves  me. 
5. 

Oh !  Jesus  my  God  and  my  guide, 

My  heavenly  Father  and  king, 
There  never  was  any  beside ; 

Thou  art  the  eternal  seed-spring, 
From  whence  flows  all  heavenly  love, 

True  peace  and  tranquillity; 
Our  God  he  will  of  us  approve, 

And  we  shall  partake  of  his  joy. 

Avies  Sarah  Toone. 
(Afterwards  Mrs.  Wallis.) 

HUNDRED  AND  THIRTY-NINTH  SONG 
(treat  Jesus,  our  Saviour  and  God  of  all  might, 
To  sound  forth  thy  praise,  is  our  duty  and  right, 
For  sending  his  prophets,  our  souls  to  set  free, 
We'll  sing  and  rejoice  now  for  this  liberty. 
2. 

They  have  brought  us  from  bondage,  from  sha- 
dows and  ties, 

And  from  those  formalities  that  have  blinded  our 
eyes ; 
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Then  tins  a  day  that  merry  we'll  be, 
And  sing  songs  of  praises  for  this  liberty. 
3. 

Rome,  thou  art  in  fetters,  and  we  are  at  ease, 
Religion  hath  freedom,  but  yet  cannot  please, 
Because  it  is  empty,  but  filled  are  we, 
With  joy  and  rejoicing  for  this  liberty. 

4. 

A  freedom  observant  to  this  do  we  mind, 
Being  healthful  and  good,  and  by  law  enjoin'd, 
That  no  man,  for  his  faith,  now  troubled  may  be, 
Then  we  will  rejoice  now  for  this  liberty. 
5. 

Our  joy  doth  not  come  from  the  mighty  rebound 
Of  preaching  and  teaching  which  makes  such  a 
sound ; 

Our  joys  spring  from  light  that  from  sin  is  set 
free, 

We'll  rejoice  and  be  glad  now  for  this  liberty. 

Thomas  Tomkixsox. 

HUNDRED  AND  FORTIETH  SONG. 
Now  the  world  are  affrighted,  and  dread  the  last 
day, 

All  praise  to  my  God,  nothing  does  me  dismay; 
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For  to  cheer  my  flag  d  spirits,  I  drink  my  God's 
blood, 

When  I  die,  I  shall  live  by  his  almighty  word  ; 
For  the  debt  due  to  nature,  1  know  I  must  pay, 
And  my  soul  is  prepar'd  to  see  the  last  day. 
For  the,  &c. 

Tho7  the  world  worship  nothing,  it  is  very  clear, 
Tho'  their  God  he  is  nothing,  yet  something 
they  fear ; 

"Tis  the  law  in  their  conscience  which  makes 

them  to  dread, 
And  they're  always  afraid  when  they  think  of 

being  dead ; 

Tho'  they  sin  and  repent,  yet  their  debt  they  can't 
pay; 

So  they  are  never  prepar'd  to  see  the  last  day. 
Tho'  they,  &c. 

3. 

But  the  sanctified  sinner  has  nothing  to  fear, 
For  his  God  he  died  for  him  when  Christ  suffer  d 
here ; 

Loud  thunder  and  earthquakes  he  need  not  to 
dread, 

For  his  soul  is  prepar'd  to  sleep  with  the  dead ; 
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When  time  then  is  ended,  his  sleep  then  will 
cease ; 

At  the  sight  of  his  God,  then  his  joys  will  in- 
crease. 
When  time,  &e. 

4. 

In  tie  great  day  of  judgment,  the  world  then 
will  fear, 

And  the  priest  like  the  people,  in  shame  will  ap- 
pear ; 

But  ths  sheep,  which  the  true  shepherd's  voice 

once  did  hear, 
In  the  form  of  their  God,  will  in  glory  appear ; 
While  ;he  world  here  in  darkness  for  ever  will 

be, 

They'll  be  praising  their  God  unto  eternity. 
While  the,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-FIRST  SONG. 

Honor' d  Sir,  to  whom  honor  doth  belong, 
Whom  God  with  true  faith  did  inspire, 

I  received  your  lines,  which  to  me  were  welcome, 
They  have  satisfied  all  my  desire; 
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The  true  form  and  nature  of  God  is  made  knovn, 

Set  forth  in  a  wonderful  measure  ; 
Which  is  life  and  salvation  to  all  that  do  own; 

Then  my  soul  is  secured  for  ever. 

o 

Urn 

To  me  are  made  known  the  heavens  above. 

And  the  heavenly  food  to  feed  on, 
And  how  God  redeemed  his  own  seed  in  loTe, 

And  quite  banish'd  reason  his  kingdom ; 
The  knowledge  of  God,  in  my  heart  it  is  writ, 

Which  is  that  most  secret  treasure, 
That  worldlings  can  never  attain  by  their  wit, 

But  my  soul  is  secured  for  ever. 

a 

My  soul  it  hath  eaten  of  the  tree  of  life, 

Which  is  the  sacrament  that  is  commanded ; 
My  thirst  it  is  quench' d  with  the  water  of  life, 

Thus  with  heavenly  food  I  am  maintained  ; 
God  in  the  beginning  gave  reason  a  law, 

Which  was  placed  in  the  angels'  nature ; 
When,  by  faith,  myself  free  from  it,  1  saw, 

Then  my  soul  was  secured  for  ever. 
4. 

For,  by  true  faith  in  the  prophets  of  God, 
Knowledge  of  the  two  seeds,  me  is  given  \ 
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Which  is  the  very  key  spoke  of  in  his  word, 
That  unlocketh  the  kingdom  of  heaven 

To  the  seed  of  faith,  when  they  are  call'd  forth 
()ut  of  grave,  by  a  word  of  his  pleasure ; 

Peisecutors  are  left  on  earth  in  the  dark, 
Then  my  soul  is  secured  for  ever. 

5. 

Then  now  I'll  rejoice  with  heart  and  with  voice, 

So  long  as  this  world  I  do  live  in  ; 
To  me  it  is  made  now  a  paradise, 

In  three  heavenly  paths  to  walk  in ; 
On  my  head,  a  helmet  of  salvation, 

And  the  shield  of  faith  to  secure, 
The  two-edged  sword  upon  occasion, 

Then  my  soul  is  secured  for  ever. 

6. 

Then  now  welcome  death,  whensoever  you  come, 
To  embrace  your  power,  I  am  willing; 

I  rhall  have  a  kingdom  of  glory  in  the  room, 
For  my  sins  they  are  all  now  forgiven ; 

The  white  stone  in  my  heart  is  plac'd  by  his 
word, 

And  a  new  name  written  there  to  my  pleasure, 
Which  makes  me  an  heir  with  the  Son  of  God, 
Then  my  soul  is  secured  for  ever. 

Thomas  Ladd. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-SECOND 
SONG. 

Love,  what  art  thou  that  art  divinely  bert? 
And  how  cani'st  thou  into  this  continent  ? 
What  is  thy  birth,  and  where  can  divines  tell  ? 
Yes,  but  not  such  as  in  Cambridge  do  dvelL 
What  is,  &c. 

2. 

Yet  Cambridge  schools  know  thy  bare  name 
of  love, 

But  not  the  nature  that  comes  from  above; 
For  tho'  love  there  was  born  and  born  again, 
Yet  divine  breath's  not  known  by  learned  men. 
For  tho'  &c. 

3. 

But  love,  I  know  thee  in  thy  parts  divine, 
Being  of  thy  lineage,  and  thy  lineage  mine ; 
Therefore  1  will  describe  thy  pedigree, 
And  speak  the  praise  that  doth  belong  to  thee. 
Therefore  I,  &c. 

4. 

Love  is  the  daughter  of  dame  faith  divine, 
Love  is  the  queen  of  virtues  in  faith's  line ; 
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Love  is  the  princeliest  grace  of  faith  that's 
given, 

Love  is  faith's  life,  and  faith's  love  lives  from 
heaven. 
Love  is,  &c. 

5. 

Love  is  a  star  of  the  first  magnitude. 
Love  shines  so  bright  as  blinds  the  owlish 
brood ; 

Love  is  the  pearl  of  paradise  therefore, 
Love  is  our  glory,  but  the  world's  no  more. 
Love  is,  &c. 

6. 

Love  is  that  balsam  which  heals  all  our  wounds, 
Love  is  the  circuit  of  the  churches  bounds, 
Love  is  the  load -stone  that  doth  draw  to  life, 
Love  is  the  empress  to  defend  from  strife. 
Love  is,  &c. 

7. 

Love  is  the  fiery  chariot  sent  from  on  high, 
Love  mounts  the  saints  into  eternal  joy, 
Love  being  such  as  I've  describ'd  to  be, 
Love  I  will  love,  and  love,  do  thou  love  me. 
Love  being,  &c. 

Thomas  Tomkinson. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-THIRD  SONG 

How  happy  is  Britain's  fair  isle, 

Which  is  blest  with  such  transeendant  light; 
Surpassing  all  kingdoms  does  smile, 

To  be  honored  with  truth  that's  so  bright. 
2 

But,  alas !  how  few  have  believed 
In  the  record  that's  now  upon  earth ; 

With  falsehood  the  world  is  deceived, 

For  they  know  not  this  truth,  nor  its  worth, 
3 

Let  us  welcome  this  jubilee  day, 

When  this  mission  began  first  to  dawn  ; 

Our  Lord  did  in  a  divine  ray, 
Usher  in  this  most  glorious  morn. 
4 

Adorn' d  with  two  prophets  sublime, 
As  St.  John's  revelation  relates, 

Endued  both  wTith  power  divine, 
To  determine  men's  eternal  state. 

J  h'simmb  <jA  »*  t;wa<yiJtf**ti>«l 
Many  reprobates  they've  seaFd  up, 

Those  that  truly  believed  them  they  blest, 
Proud  reason  must  fill  up  his  cup, 

While  the  saints  here  enjoy  certain  rest. 
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6 

As  an  earnest  of  heavenly  joys, 
True  believers  shall  shortly  possess, 

In  those  mansions  which  never  will  cloy, 
No  nor  mortal  can  never  express. 
7. 

Whilst  rebels  remain  here  below, 
In  this  tophet  of  darkness  to  dwell, 

What  torments  they  must  undergo, 

For  their  heaven  now  then  will  be  hell. 
8. 

On  earth  where  they  acted  all  sin, 
There  in  horror  eternal  they'll  moan ; 

This  state  will  the  devil  be  in, 

WTio  for  ever  and  ever  shall  groan. 
9. 

My  brethren  dear,  let's  rejoice, 

And  praise  our  Redeemer's  great  love, 

Since  we  are  his  elected  choice, 

And  shall  surely  reign  with  him  above. 
10. 

Where  pleasures  on  pleasures  do  roll, 
There  his  mercy  and  love  shall  we  sing, 

In  springs  that  will  flow  from  full  souls, 
To  that  infinite  king  of  all  kings. 

Willtam  Miller,  1737 
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HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-FOURTH 
SONG. 
(Tune,  '  Black  eyed  Susan.') 
My  swelling  heart  now  leaps  with  joy, 
And  Christ  does  all  my  thoughts  employ; 
The  veil  is  taken  from  mine  eyes, 
All  other  gods  I  do  despise ; 
For  that  eternal  rock  shall  be 
A  sure  foundation  unto  me ; 

A  sure,  &c. 
No  more  dare  I  say,  there  is  three. 
2. 

'Twas  he  alone  that  did  create, 
Then  in  a  fatherly  estate  ; 
7Twas  he  also  that  did  transmute, 
When  divine  wisdom  mov'd  him  to  it, 
Into  a  virgin  s  womb  that  he, 
From  power  of  death  to  set  me  free  ; 

From  power,  &c. 
This  is  a  glorious  sight  to  see. 

3. 

Here  David's  Lord  became  his  son, 
Eternal  God  manifest  in  man ; 
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Then  in  condition  for  to  die, 
For  he  was  in  mortality; 
Cover' d  with  flesh  as  with  a  robe, 
External  man,  internal  God ; 

External  man,  &c. 
Praise  him  ye  saints  with  one  accord. 
4. 

His  righteous  law  he  walked  through, 
Which  none  of  iVdam's  sons  could  do ; 
When  by  curs' d  hands  betray'd  and  sold,. 
Worthy  of  death  they  did  him  hold, 
Prefer' d  a  robber  by  their  choice, 
And  crucified  the  Lord  of  life ; 

And  crucified,  &c.  o 
This  was  the  devil's  curst  device. 

5. 

Immediate  from  that  deadly  wound, 
Water  and  blood  came  to  the  ground  £ 
The  water  it  did  signify, 
A  righteous  man  it  was  did  die ; 
And  blood  that  after  water  came, 
Was  from  the  Son  of  God  by  name, 

Was  from,  &c. 
And  to  their  everlasting  sliame> 
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6, 

By  faith  I  see  my  Lord  was  dead, 
And  in  the  earth  was  buried ; 
By  his  own  power  himself  he  rais'd, 
Conquering  death,  hell  and  the  grave! 
Above  the  stars  he  now  does  live, 
And  led  captivity  captive ; 

And  led,  &c. 
Then  gifts  unto  men  he  did  give. 

7. 

Upon  the  day  of  Penticost, 
My  God  sent  forth  the  Holy  Ghost ; 
His  choice  disciples  to  inspire, 
Appear  d  like  cloven  tongues  of  fire, 
From  Jesus  Christ,  Father  and  Son, 
And  sanctifier  all  in  one  ; 

And  sanctifier,  &c. 
The  trinity  of  Muggleton. 

Thomas  Perrt. 

HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-FIFTH  SONG 
(Tune,  'Too  mean's  this  world,  with  all  its  splendor.') 

Once  I  was  with  darkness  blinded, 
Seeking  for  the  living  bread, 
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With  the  world  confusion  minded, 

With  the  world  appear'd  as  dead ; 
Often  did  I  read  the  letter, 

Which  my  reason  would  confound; 
Still,  by  reading  ne'er  the  better, 
Till  the  living  bread  I  found. 
Often  did,  &c. 

2. 

When  I  heard  truth  first  declared, 

Faith  my  reason  did  withstand  ; 
Yet,  still  the  toad  would  be  prepared, 

Willing  still  to  bear  command  ; 
Exerting  all  his  skill  each  hour, 

Would  objecting  questions  raise; 
But  by  faith  he  has  lost  his  power, 

To  my  dear  Redeemers  praise. 
Exerting  all,  &c. 

3. 

Then  did  I  reflect  and  ponder, 

Living  in  so  choice  a  land, 
Where  the  Almighty  had  with  wonder 

Acted  with  a  mighty  hand  ; 
Where  his  prophets  did  appear, 

And  where  thousand  saints  did  dwell 
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How  ignorant  1  was  while  there, 
Of  these  truths  'tis  strange  to  tell. 
Where  his,  &c. 
4. 

But  my  God,  the  man  Christ  J  esus, 

Blessed  be  his  holy  name ; 
By  this  third  record  has  eas'd  us, 

Put  an  end  to  reason's  reign, 
By  faith,  which  is  his  divine  nature 

Operating  forth  does  fly, 
And  upon  substantial  matter, 

Feasts  itself  continually. 
By  faith,  &c. 
5. 

His  great  providence  did  guide  me, 

Where  1  my  salvation  found ; 
Let  me  know  what  would  betide  me, 

And  with  joy  my  wishes  crown'd; 
How  shall  my  full  soul  declare 

His  great  benefits  to  me  ; 
Lord,  thou  knowest,  my  soul's  sincere, 

Oh!  that  it  was  but  full  of  thee. 
How  shall,  &c. 
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6. 

Then  should  I  exalted  raising, 

Swift  as  thought  ascend  above ; 
Ever  singing,  ever  praising, 

Feasting  on  this  God  of  love ; 
If  one  glimpse  can't  be  related, 

So  exceeding  the  delight, 
What  shall  we  enjoy  translated 

Into  realms  of  light  and  life ! 
If  one,  &c. 

7. 

Thro'  the  mighty  seas  I've  travell'd, 

Seen  the  wonders  of  the  deep, 
And  with  perils  often  grappled, 

Both  awaking  and  asleep ; 
But  the  Lord  being  my  protector, 

Helping  with  his  unseen  hand, 
As  a  merciful  director, 

Brought  me  to  my  native  land. 
But  the,  &c. 

8. 

When  in  dangers  great  surrounded, 
Nothing  but  despair  took  place, 

Aching  hearts,  and  hopes  confounded, 
And  death  star'd  me  in  the  face ; 
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Then  thou  didst  thy  love  declare, 

Unexpected  gave  relief; 
Then  thy  goodness  did  appear, 
Mitigating  all  my  grief. 
Then  thou,  &c. 
9. 

Christ,  O  God  of  my  salvation, 

Thanks  to  thee  Fil  ever  pay  mr 
Since  thy  prophets'  declaration, 

Assures  me  of  eternal  day : 
Saints,  partake  with  me  in  praises, 

And  in  joyful  anthems  join  ; 
For  such  joys  as  those  'tis  raises 

Mortal  souls  to  joys  divine. 

Saints,  partake,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-SIXTH  SONG. 
O  wondrous  great,  amazing! 
It  sets  my  soul  a  gazing, 
And  I  my  God  am  praising, 
For  his  great  love  to  me ; 
His  promise  is  so  sure, 
For  ever  will  endure. 
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Until  time  is  no  more, 
To  all  eternity. 

His  promise,  &c. 
2. 

He  has  great  joys  in  treasure, 
His  love's  beyond  all  measure; 
It  was  his  royal  pleasure, 
To  make  it  known  to  me ; 
All  them  that  firmly  blieve, 
He  never  will  deceive, 
But  he  will  them  relieve 
From  death  eternally. 
All  them,  &c. 

3. 

John  Reeve  1  plainly  see, 
Was  chose  by  God's  decree, 
His  messenger  to  be, 
His  mind  for  to  declare ; 
And  Muggleton  his  mouth; 
All  you  that  see  them  both, 
T  rue  messengers  sent  forth 
You  need  no  foe  to  fear. 

And  Muggleton,  &c. 
4. 

I'll  not  so  much  as  fear  death, 
When  I  resign  my  last  breath ;■ 
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Because  my  God  lie  now  saith, 
From  death  you  shall  be  free, 
If  you  will  me  regard, 
And  believe  my  prophets'  word, 
You  shall  have  a  prophet's  reward, 
Which  is  life  eternally. 
If  you,  &c. 

5. 

This  I  believe  sincerely, 
And  likewise  see  most  clearly. 
My  soul  was  bought  full  dearly. 
With  my  Redeemer  s  blood  ; 
The  flesh  of  God  I  see, 
Was  nail'd  upon  a  tree, 
His  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  all  believers  good. 
The  flesh,  &c. 
6 

In  this  world  we  are  but  strangers, 
Exposed  to  all  dangers ; 
Like  pilgrims  we  are  rangers, 
To  our  heavenly  country  ; 
And  when  time  is  no  more, 
There  we  shall  go,  I  am  sure, 
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For  ever  to  endure, 
To  all  eternity. 

And  when,  &c. 
7. 

And  leave  the  seed  of  reason, 
For  their  rebellious  treason, 
Not  only  for  a  season, 
But  to  all  eternity ; 
In  hell  for  to  remain, 
With  their  cursed  father  Cain ; 
The  Lord  of  life  they've  slain, 
So  they're  damn'd  eternally. 
In  hell,  &e. 

William  Sedgwick. 

HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

Oh  !  what  a  glorious  sight  it  is, 

Salvation  to  behold ; 
It  is  more  precious  unto  me, 

Than  silver  and  fine  gold ; 
For  silver  and  gold  will  perish, 

Heaven  and  earth  will  pass  away ; 
But  one  word  of  my  dear  God, 

Never,  never  will  decay. 

For  silver,  &c.  o 
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2. 

A  glorious  promise  he  lias  made* 

Which  is  a  firm  decree ; 
To  know  the  true  and  living  God, 

'Tis  eternal  life  to  see ; 
Now  by  faith  I  plainly  see, 

And  likewise  know  full  well, 
The  eternal  Father  died  for  me, 

To  redeem  my  soul  from  hell. 
Now  by,  &c. 
3. 

There's  a  curse  lays  on  the  serpent's  seed, 

And  will  for  ever  be ; 
6  I'll  render  vengeance/  saith  the  Lord, 

'  On  them  that  know  not  me;' 
Their  hire  they  wall  certainly  have, 

And  that  I  plainly  see; 
With  cursed  Cain  they  will  remain, 

In  hell  to  all  eternity. 
Their  hire,  &c. 
4. 

God  sent  two  prophets  great  to  me, 
These  wondrous  truths  to  tell ; 

That  he  did  die  upon  a  tree, 
To  save  my  soul  from  hell ; 


songs.  387 

All  praise  and  glory  be  to  God, 
Who  shed  his  blood  for  me ; 
His  Godhead  life  did  surely  die, 
Eternal  life  this  is  to  see. 
All  praise,  &e. 
5. 

The  blood  of  God  has  quench' d  my  soul, 

So  now  I'll  take  my  rest ; 
Christ  Jesus  is  the  very  God, 

In  this  truth  I  am  well  versed ; 
And  now  my  God  I  plainly  see, 

In  peace  I'll  sit  and  sing; 
All  praise  and  glory  be  to  him, 

He  is  my  everlasting  king. 
And  now,  &c. 
6. 

You  firm  believers  every  one, 

In  love  sit  down  by  me, 
Beneath  this  pleasant  shady  vine, 

And  there  your  God  you  11  see ; 
His  body  is  the  bread  of  life, 

And  his  blood  the  water  I  see ; 
Come,  eat  his  flesh  and  drink  his  blood, 

And  you'll  live  eternally. 
His  body,  &c. 

o2 
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7. 

The  eternal  Spirit  the  Father  is, 

His  body  is  the  Son ; 
His  blessed  word's  the  Holy  Ghost, 

Three  titles,  person  one ; 
All  you  that  can  this  truth  believe, 

In  love  sit  down  with  me ; 
And  honor  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 

Turn  praise  to  Christ's  majesty. 
All  you,  &c. 

William  Sedgwick. 

HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-EIGHTH 
SONG. 

These  Verses  were  made  by  John  Ladd,  and  sung  be- 
fore the  prophet  Muggleton,  on  the  \§th  day  of  July 
1681,  old  style;  being  kept  as  a  day  of  Jubilee  for  his 
happy  deliverance  out  of  Prison,  fyc. 

(Tune,  c  Is  there  a  charm,  ye  powers  above.1) 

Oh  !  God  how  wondrous  are  thy  works, 

Who  can  thy  power  know, 
That  with  one  touch  so  elevates, 

Poor  mortals  here  below; 
The  works  of  thy  creation  doth 

Great  wonders  plainly  tell; 
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But  our  redemption  truly  doth 
Those  wonders  far  excel. 

Those  wonders,  &c. 
o 

Such  are  thy  sacred  mysteries, 

When  thou  dost  them  unfold; 
It  operates  by  miracles, 

As  in  the  days  of  old ; 
It  takes  the  scales  from  off  our  eyes, 

That  we  can  plainly  see; 
It  opens  all  the  prison  doors, 

And  sets  the  prisoners  free. 
And  sets,  &c. 
3. 

It's  a  stong  tower  of  defence 

Against  our  enemy ; 
And  doth  our  warfare  recompense, 

With  victim  victory; 
Its  pools  are  also  virtuous, 

That  being  wash'd,  we  can 
Writh  great  delight  both  leap  and  skip, 

That  ne'er  before  could  stand. 
That  ne'er,  &c. 
4 

Its  language  is  a  parable, 

Both  life  and  death  sets  free ;  o 
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It  bindeth  some  in  chains^ 

And  sets  the  rest  at  liberty ; 
A  jubilee  let's  ever  keep, 

And  make  our  souls  right  glad, 
We  were  in  bonds,  but  now  by  faith, 
A  liberty  is  had. 

A  liberty,  &c. 
5. 

And  you,  great  Sir,  who  bonds  for  truth 

So  lately  did  retain ; 
Rejoice  with  tts,  at  being  set 

At  liberty  agaiu ; 
With  dangers  and  such  perils  we 

Poor  mortals  are  oppress'd ; 
But  death  at  last  will  set  us  free, 

With  an  eternal  rest. 
With  an,  &c. 

John  Ladd. 
HUNDRED  AND  FORTY-NINTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  c  The  Woodpecker;) 


I  know  by  the  third,  which  is  the  last  record, 
Where  the  truth  of  all  truths  so  plainly  ap- 
pear ; 
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And  I  know  if  there's  peace  to  be  found  in  God's 
word, 

The  heart  that  is  humble  may  hope  for  it  there ; 
All  my  fears  were  expell'd,  when  by  faith  I 
could  see 

And  believe  all  those  truths  the  prophets  de- 
clare. 

2. 

That  J  ehovah  in  whom  our  forefathers  did  trust, 
The  same  did  the  promise  in  his  seed  confide ; 
To  come  down  here  in  flesh,  they  saw  that  he 
must, 

To  work  that  redemption  on  which  they  re- 
lied; 

All  my  fears  were  expell'd  when  by  faith  I  could 
see, 

It  was  Jacob's  mighty  God  wrought  redemp- 
tion for  me. 

3. 

When  Abraham  went  to  obey  his  God's  com- 
mand, 

He  took  a  knife  to  slay  his  dear  and  only  son ; 
Then  God  knew  he  fear'd  him,  he  bid  him  stay 
his  hand, 

By  faith  then  he  saw  what  his  God  would  be- 
come, o  4 
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AH  my  fears  were  expell'd  when  by  faith  I  could 
see, 

Their  forms  did  typify  the  immaculate  Lamb. 
4. 

On  that  dear  Lamb  alone,  the  apostles  did  rely, 
It  was  Jesus  Christ  the  Lord  our  God  from 
above ; 

Who  was  then  come  on  earth  for  his  own  seed 
to  die, 

To  fulfil  that  promise  he  made  us  in  love ; 
x\ll  my  fears  were  expell'd  when  by  faith  I  could 

see, 

He  died  and  rose  again  by  his  own  firm  decree. 
5. 

Now  Cains  cursed  seed  by  faith  they  could  not 

see, 

So  crucified  our  God  and  pierc'd  his  precious 
side ; 

But  little  did  they  think  it  was  God's  firm  decree, 
And  by  the  same  law  they  themselves  should 
be  tried ; 

All  my  fears  were  expell'd  when  by  faith  I  could 
see 

A  cleft  in  that  rock  was  a  refuge  for  me. 
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6. 

Justification  by  faith  I  clearly  can  see. 

The  law  in  my  conscience  condemns  me  no 
more, 

For  by  faith  in  Jesus  from  sin  I'm  set  free, 
My  God  he  has  wash'd  me  in  his  purple  gore ; 

All  my  fears  are  expell'd,  now  by  faith  I  can  see, 
Being  wash'd  in  God's  blood  there's  no  ble- 
mish in  me. 

7. 

Praises  due  to  my  God  I  never  can  sing* 
For  dying  to  save  us  and  raise  us  above; 

Permitting  me  to  taste  of  that  eternal  spring, 
Which  only  could  be  tasted  thro*  his  bound- 
less love  ; 

By  Christ's  resurrection  I  plainly  can  see, 

We  must  all  pass  thro'  death  to  live  eternally. 
8. 

Then  we  with  new  garments,  not  old  ones  re- 
pair'd, 

With  our  faithful  fathers,  God  again  will  us 
raise 

Unto  those  blest  mansions  which  he  has  pre- 
pared, 

Where  we  shall  sing  new  songs  of  eternal 
praise ;  o  5 
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Then  no  longer  will  we  on  earthly  things  dwell, 
Since  by  faith  we've  escaped  the  torments  of 
hell. 

Elizabeth  Clay,  1824. 

HUNDRED  AND  FIFTIETH  SONG. 

Great  God,  thy  people  always  did  rejoice, 
When  as  from  thee  they  heard  thy  heavenly  voice, 
We  have  more  cause  than  any  heretofore, 
For  thou  hast  set  us  on  the  spiritual  shore ; 
Where  safe  we  are  landed  by  thy  prophets'  word, 
With  joy  now  in  this  third  and  last  record. 
Then  come  all  saints  now,  and  rejoice  with  me, 
For  we  shall  ever  be  blest  eternally. 
Then  come,  &c. 

2. 

This  is  the  last  record,  therefore  let  us  rejoice, 
No  more  shall  any  hear  thy  heavenly  voice, 
Until  thou  come  to  raise  us  unto  glory, 
Where  we  shall  remain  in  heaven's  highest  story, 
Far  above  angels  that  in  presence  be, 
We  shall  remain  to  all  eternity. 
Then  come,  &c. 
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3. 

Now  let  our  love  to  each  other  still  abound, 
Until  we  hear  that  sweet  and  heavenly  sound, 
Which  then  will  say,  *  Come,  blessed;  come  with 
me, 

You  shall  enjoy  a  happy  eternity ; 
Until  which  time,  let  us  rest  satisfied, 
Because  for  us  our  God  and  Saviour  died. 
Then  come,  &c. 

4. 

The  very  God  from  heaven  did  descend, 
And  did  eat  and  drink  with  sinners  as  a  friend  ; 
And  now  to  us  thy  love  is  freely  given, 
By  voice  of  words,  even  from  the  throne  of  heaven  . 
And  blessed  are  thy  prophets  that  brought  to  us 
this  peace, 

That  from  all  outward  worship  hath  caused  us  to 
cease, 
Then  come,  &c. 

Martha  Jenkins. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-FIRST  SONG. 
(Tune,  'Oh !  where  will  you  hurry,  my  dearest.') 

When  Jesus  our  God  had  descended, 
And  lived  here  with  reason  a  time ; 
From  earth  he  to  heaven  ascended, 
And  now  enjoys  pleasures  divine. 
From  earth,  &c. 
2. 

Though  cruelly  here  they  have  us'd  him, 
And  nail'd  our  dear  God  to  the  cross ; 
They  all  will  be  damn  d  that  refuse  him, 
We  joy  in  their  eternal  loss. 
They  all,  &c. 

3. 

No  other  there  is  we  desire, 

For  he  has  redeemed  all  who  fell ; 
Though  reason  may  heaven  require, 
Mistake  not,  they'll  all  be  to  hell. 
Though  reason,  &c. 

James  Miller. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-SECOND  SONG. 
Once  reason  and  folly  strong  hold  did  mantain, 
O'er  my  ignorant  heart  their  ascendance  to  gain ; 
For  many  long  years  they  play'd  me  their  tricks, 
And  thought  in  my  heart  they  for  ever  were  fix'd; 
Too  strong  for  my  weakness  with  them  to  con- 
test, 

While  oceans  of  trouble  did  hourly  infest, 
Infest,  did  hourly  infest. 

2. 

But  wisdom  long  slighted  in  beauty  complete., 
Step'd  to  my  relief  and  discover' d  the  cheat; 
This  friend  unexpected  I  gladly  embrac'd, 
Proud  reason  and  folly  gave  over  the  chase  ; 
Those  thieves  that  had  robb'd  me  of  all  my  sweet 
rest, 

And  with  darkness  obscurd  the  fair  gem  in  my 
breast, 

My  breast,  the  fair  gem  in  my  breast. 

3 

I  was  wounded  and  maul'd,  I  was  sorely  dis- 
guis'd, 

My  jewel  they  hid,  and  they  blinded  my  eyes ; 
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But  wisdom  appearing,  reliev'd  all  my  pain, 
Restord  my  lost  eyes  and  my  jewel  again; 
With  the  garment  of  truth  my  redemption  doth 
shine, 

And  I  am  wash'd  with  God's  blood  in  bright 

crimson  divine, 
Divine,  in  bright  crimson  divine. 

4. 

Sweet  jewel,  fair  gem  it  is  thou  that  I  prize, 
The  crown  of  rejoicing,  the  joy  of  my  eyes, 
Thou  art  a  pearl  of  great  price,  and  sent  to  restore 
My  Maker's  lost  image,  thou'lt  leave  me  no  more ; 
Truth's  girdle  shall  bind  thee  so  fast  to  my  heart, 
Cold  death  can't  dissolve  thee  thou'lt  conquer  Lis 
dart. 

His  dart,  thou'lt  conquer  his  dart. 

5. 

Kind  wisdom  advis'd  me  and  bid  me  to  live, 
And  all  my  past  slights  he'd  forget  and  forgive ; 
My  heart  then  resolv'd  his  sweet  counsel  to  take, 
The  jewel  he  polish' d  I'll  wear  for  his  sake  ; 
'Twill  defend  me  from  harm,  while  time  is  no 
more ; 

Proud  reason  and  folly  'twill  turn  out  of  doors, 
Of  doors,  'twill  turn  out  of  doors. 
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6. 

It  will  fight  all  my  battles  and  victory  gain, 
Assist  me  in  trouble,  in  sickness  and  pain ; 
'Twill  catch  my  last  breath  in  the  arms  of  its 
love, 

And  wake  me  with  music  of  angels  above; 
With  cheerful  delight  it  will  waft  me  to  heaven, 
And  praise  its  kind  Lord  for  its  victory  given, 
Given,  for  its  victory  given. 

7. 

I  oft  times  reflect  on  the  joys  I  shall  see, 
My  glorious  dear  Saviour  that  suffered  for  me ; 
1  shall  see  all  the  redeem'd,  a  numerous  throng, 
Three  glorious  armies,  to  one  I  belong ; 
In  the  first  resurrection  our  prophets  we'll  join, 
We  believe  their  commission  is  truly  divine, 
Divine,  is  truly  divine. 

Ann  W^ard,  1797. 

HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-THIRD  SONG. 
In  the  year  fifty- one,  in  the  month  February, 
A  commission  was  given,  which  none  can  con- 
trary ; 

Two  prophets  were  sent  by  our  heavenly  king, 
Glad  tidings  of  joy  to  the  elect  they  did  bring; 
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Therefore,  for  that  cause,  when  together  you  are 
met, 

Be  sure  that  happy  day  you  never  forget. 
2. 

The  true  God  was  pleas'd  to  them  to  make  known, 
Both  his  form  and  nature,  which  the  world  doth 
disown, 

With  the  form  of  heaven,  hell,  angels  and  devil, 
Who  was  that  tree  of  knowledge,  both  of  good 
and  evil ; 

With  many  more  things  which  come  from  above, 
To  the  elect,  as  a  token  of  his  eternal  love. 
3. 

As  the  soul  being  mortal,  with  the  body  doth  die ; 
Being  void  of  all  motion,  as  a  tree  dead  they 
must  lie, 

Till  the  God  of  all  glory  creates  all  things  new, 
And  life  out  of  death,  which  is  certainly  true ; 
Rejoice  therefore,  saints,  and  with  cheerfulness 
sing, 

That  are  children  and  heirs  to  an  immortal  king. 
4. 

But  on  the  contrary,  unto  the  seed  of  reason, 
Who  against  the  king  of  kings  hath  spoken  high 
treason ; 
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Which  unpardonable  is,  and  ever  will  be, 
Both  in  this  world  and  to  all  eternity ; 
Therefore,  endless  pain  it  is  their  just  due, 
Because  these  two  prophets  they  have  counted 
untrue. 

5. 

Who  for  their  unbelief,  and  their  great  blasphemy, 
Shall  prevent  them  from  ascending  to  heaven  so 
high ; 

Where  saints,  fill'd  with  glory,  hallelujah  shall 
sing 

Unto  their  Redeemer  and  king  of  all  kings. 
With  him  to  remain,  and  to  depart  never, 
Who  is  above  all  Gods,  blessed  for  ever. 
6. 

Let  those  that  are  elected,  be  faithful  with  zeal, 
Unto  this  commission  we  have  set  our  seal, 
Because  adulterers,  idolaters  and  hypocrites  too, 
In  hell  must  have  their  portion  which  is  to  them 
due, 

With  their  father,  the  devil,  to  lament,  howl  and 
weep, 

And  to  be  as  dust  under  the  soles  of  our  feet. 
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7. 

And  so  I  will  end  with  my  brotherly  advice, 
Hoping  you'll  contend  for  him,  who  of  you  hath 

made  choice 
His  soldiers  to  be,  to  fight  under  his  banner, 
By  faith  and  true  reason,  as  may  be  for  the  honor 
Of  the  last  true  prophets  that  ever  will  be> 
Till  time  is  swallowed  up  in  eternity. 

Robert  Tyrer. 

HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-FOURTH  SONG 
O,  happy's  the  man  that  has  got  a  friend, 
Who,  in  time  of  need,  him  a  penny  will  lend, 
To  free  him  from  gaol ;  but  here's  great  love,  I  see, 
When  God's  blood  was  spill' d,  my  soul  to  set  free. 
To  free,  &c. 

2. 

It's  from  the  gaol  of  the  grave* 
What  though  I  must  die, 
I  shall  not  lay  there  unto  eternity ; 
God  did  make  a  promise,  and  has  it  fulfill' d, 
In  becoming  man,  his  blood  has  been  spill'd. 
God  did,  &c. 

3. 

Then,  oh!  what  a  glorious  sight  do  I  see* 
The  immortal  God  was  in  mortality, 
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For  to  break  death's  fetters,  his  bonds  to  make 
free, 

That  I  should  praise  him  in  eternity. 
For  to,  &c. 

4. 

Then  how  now  enough  can  I  praise  such  a  friend* 
Who  from  his  heavenly  throne  did  descend, 
In  a  virgin's  womb  some  time  for  to  lay, 
And  so  became  mortal,  my  debt  for  to  pay. 
In  a,  &c. 

5. 

That's  to  take  upon  him  the  burden  of  sin, 
And  in  the  grave  to  lay  it  down  again  ; 
There  to  conquer  death,  hell  and  devil,  I  see? 
Then  return  again  into  eternity. 
There  to,  &c. 

6. 

So  now  all  my  joy  shall  be  in  my  friend, 
Since  he  to  me  such  a  penny  did  lend ; 
Nay,  not  only  lend,  but  freely  did  give, 
For  which  1  will  love  him  as  long  as  I  live. 
Nay,  not,  &c* 

Matthew  Hague. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-FIFTH  SONG. 

My  father  me  my  portion  gave, 

Upon  a  certain  day, 
And  like  a  wild  ungrateful  son, 

I  fool'd  it  all  away; 
But  God  became  my  fatted  calf, 

And  for  me  he  did  die ; 
I  have  eat  his  flesh,  and  drank  his  blood, 

And  shall  live  eternally. 
But  God,  &c. 
2. 

I  travelled  into  countries  far, 

On  husks  I  could  not  feed ; 
I  knew  not  at  that  very  time 

My  God  for  me  did  bleed, 
But  now  by  faith  I  clearly  see, 

My  G  od  for  me  did  die ; 
I  have  eat  his  flesh,  and  drank  his  blood, 

And  shall  live  eternally. 
But  now,  &c. 
3. 

My  faith  hath  wash'd  my  soul  quite  clean, 
Within  Bethsadia  s  pool ; 
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It  was  the  very  blood  of  God, 

Which  did  the  law  quite  cool ; 
The  water  that  was  troubled, 

It  was  my  peace  of  soul ; 
But  I've  eat  God's  flesh,  and  drank  his  blood, 
And  my  soul  is  made  quite  whole. 
The  water,  &c. 
4. 

God  sent  two  prophets  great  to  me, 

This  wondrous  truth  to  tell, 
That  he  did  die  upon  a  tree, 

To  save  my  soul  from  hell ; 
This  glorious  truth  they  shew'd  to  me, 

And  unto  me  did  cry, 
Come  eat  God's  flesh  and  driuk  his  blood, 

And  live  eternally. 

This  glorious,  &c. 

5. 

These  glorious  truths  I  feed  upon, 

They  never  will  me  cloy ; 
I  none  of  them  can  give  away, 

Can  neither  sell  nor  buy ; 
But  in  the  morning  when  I  awake, 

At  night  when  down  I  lie, 
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I  eat  God's  flesh  and  drink  his  blood, 
And  shall  live  eternally. 
But  in,  &c. 
6. 

Oh !  what  a  glorious  sight  it  is, 

To  see  that  God  did  die, 
For  to  redeem  our  souls  from  sin 

And  death  eternally ; 
All  you  that  can  this  truth  believe, 

In  love  sit  down  with  me, 
And  eat  God's  flesh  and  drink  his  blood, 

And  live  eternally. 
All  you,  &c. 
7. 

What  tho'  I  here  on  earth  must  die, 

And  turn  to  silent  dust ; 
My  God  he  will  me  raise  again, 

Because  in  him  I  trust ; 
And  in  that  morning  when  I  awake. 

I'll  fly  to  God  on  high, 
And  eat  his  flesh  and  drink  his  blood, 

And  live  eternally. 
And  in,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 
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HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

Oh  !  God,  the  true  centre  of  life, 
The  true  fountain  whence  life  doth  proceed, 
Whose  person  to  know  doth  extirpate  all  woe? 
And  is  life  everlasting  indeed ; 
What  God  can  you  find  like  this, 
Amongst  all  your  idolatrous  crew, 
That  is  able  to  save  from  hell  and  the  grave, 
And  can  make  to  himself  all  things  new  ? 
2. 

Then  all  you  that  are  sealed  to  his  grace, 
Come  forth,  and  rejoice  now  with  me, 
And  let's  sing  forth  all  praise  to  the  ancient  of 
days, 

WThose  grace  now  hath  set  us  all  free  ; 

He  hath  bought  us  with  his  divine  blood, 

Which  his  pilot  is  here  to  maintain ; 

And  ye  need  not  to  fear,  but  he's  able  to  steer, 

And  to  carry  us  all  over  the  main. 

3. 

Tho'  once  by  a  den  of  foul  beasts, 

Our  pilot  for  truth  was  confin'd ; 

In  their  hearts  they  did  say,  '  let  us  block  up 

their  way, 
And  hinder  their  voyage  design'd; 
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But,  alas !  they  but  kick  against  pricks* 
Tho'  the  mark  of  the  beast  they  adore ; 
There's  a  power  too  high  for  blind  serpents  to 

spy> 

That  hath  turn'd  them  all  quite  out  of  door. 
4. 

What  power  is  in  heaven  or  in  earth, 
Like  this,  which  is  power  indeed ! 
He  refus'd  not  to  die,  to  get  victory 
Over  those  who'd  destroy  his  own  seed ; 
Then  rejoice,  and  let's  hoist  up  our  sail, 
And  Jehovah  for  ever  adore  ; 
For  tho'  here  we  live  hard,  we  doubt  not  a  re- 
ward, 

When  we  come  to  the  celestial  shore. 

William  Wood, 


HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

Oh  !  what  joy  my  soul  will  see, 
When  I'm  from  the  grave  set  free, 
And  the  face  of  God  can  see 
In  his  blest  eternity. 

2. 

Saints  and  angels  will  behold 
Prophets  crown' d  with  crowns  of  gold, 
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Praising  of  their  God  they'll  see, 
In  his  blest  eternity. 

3. 

That  which  will  us  most  delight, 
When  of  God  we  have  a  sight, 
Is  in  harmony  to  join, 
To  praise  the  God  of  Gods  divine. 
4. 

Here  will  end  our  sad  distress, 
There  begins  our  happiness  ; 
Praises  in  our  souls  will  shine 
To  the  God  of  Gods  divine. 

5. 

FilFd  with  joy  when  here  we  think, 
That  we  have  God's  blood  to  drink. 
Cry  by  faith,  when  love  does  shine, 
Oh!  the  love  of  God  divine. 

6. 

Tho'  we  sinners  all  here  be, 
And  are  justly  damn'd,  I  see ; 
Mercy  in  our  souls  does  shine; 
Oh !  the  love  of  God  divine, 
7. 

'When  to  justice  I  resigned, 

I  was  cloth' d  in  my  ri^ht  mind. 
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And  the  flesh  of  God  did  eai> 
When  1  fell  at  mercy's  feet. 

8. 

Who  the  friend  could  ever  see, 
That  would  die  to  set  him  free  ? 
This  was  done  by  God  divine  ; 
Oh !  how  mercy  then  did  shine. 
9. 

See  God  in  his  sad  distress, 
When  he  left  his  happiness ; 
Moses  made  the  face  to  shine 
Of  the  God  of  Gods  divine. 

10. 

Tho'  Elias  sat  on  high, 
While  the  very  God  did  die  ; 
Yet  no  creature  e'er  could  shine 
Like  the  God  of  Gods  divine. 

11. 

Tho'  they  acted  here  in  time 

By  a  power  pure  divine, 

Yet  they  ne'er  men's  thoughts  could  know, 

Like  the  God  of  Gods  below. 

12. 

Though,  as  creature,  here  I  see, 
Christ  he  died  upon  a  tree ; 
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Yet  according  to  record, 
He  was  perfect  man  and  Lord 
13. 

Lord  above  and  here  below, 
As  the  scriptures  they  do  show ; 
Now  with  praises  here  let's  sing, 
Oh!  the  love  of  heaven's  king. 

14. 

Forms  are  all  now  done  away ; 
Keep  the  law,  you  need  not  pray, 
Praises  in  your  soul  will  shine, 
To  praise  the  God  of  Gods  divine. 
15. 

When  the  soldier  pierc'd  the  side 
Of  our  Saviour  when  he  died, 
Blood  and  water  then  did  flow, 
From  the  God  of  Gods  below. 
16. 

When  they  pierc'd  his  spotless  side, 
That  Christ  was  dead,  it  certified; 
And  the  blood  that  did  then  flow, 
Cleans'd  my  soul  from  sin  and  woe. 
17. 

You  that  can  this  rock  once  smite 
By  your  faith;  'twill  give  delight; 
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With  grateful  love  your  souls  will  shine, 
To  praise  the  God  of  Gods  divine. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-EIGHTH 
SONG. 

Oh  !  wondrous  great,  amazing  strange, 
Man  sat  as  God,  while  God  did  change, 
From  a  bright  glorious  God  above, 
To  a  pure  creature ;  oh !  what  love. 
From  a,  &c. 

2. 

And  of  this  love  how  few  can  find 
The  blood  of  God  to  ease  their  mind ; 
Oh !  happy  state,  where'er  I  be, 
I  know  my  God  has  died  for  me. 
Oh !  happy,  &c. 

3. 

The  thief  upon  the  cross  did  say, 
6  Remember  me  O  Lord  I  pray, 
When  thou  dost  to  thy  kingdom  come, 
Forgive  the  sins  that  1  have  done.' 
When  thou,  &c. 
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4. 

Then  unto  him  our  God  did  say, 
( Your  soul  with  me  this  very  day, 
In  paradise  shall  surely  see 
An  earnest  of  eternity/ 
In  paradise,  &c. 

5. 

What  joy  and  peace  those  words  did  give 
To  a  lost  soul  who  then  did  live, 
The  power  of  his  great  God  to  see, 
Altho'  in  shame  and  misery. 
The  power,  &c. 

6. 

Submissivly  his  life  laid  down, 
Assur'd  he  was  to  wear  a  crown ; 
For  tho'  a  sinner  great  was  he, 
The  blood  of  God  had  set  him  free. 
For  tho',  &c. 

7. 

Altho*  our  sins  are  manifold, 
If  we  by  faith  can  God  behold, 
When  in  his  bitter  agony, 
From  death  eternal  we  are  free. 
When  in,  &c. 
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8. 

For  when  that  Christ  was  crucified, 
The  Almighty  languished,  God  wholly  iieir 
And  rose  according  to  decree, 
Eternal  life  this  is  to  see. 
And  rose,  &c. 

9. 

When  Christ  he  in  the  wine-press  trod, 
His  vesture  that  was  dipp'd  in  blood ; 
It  was  the  flesh  the  Godhead  wore, 
When  died  for  sin  in  purple  gore. 
It  was,  &c. 

10. 

And  true  it  was  without  a  seam, 
For  none  are  sav'd  by  part  of  him  ; 
For  none  can  e'er  be  sanctified, 
But  those  that  see  God  wholly  died. 
For  none,  &c. 

11. 

God's  justice,  God  aton'd  alone, 
He  cried  for  help,  but  he  found  none ; 
For  tho'  Elias  sat  on  high, 
He  left  our  glorious  God  to  die. 
For  tho',  &c. 
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12. 

And  when  Christ  was  in  silent  death, 
The  whole  Godhead  was  void  of  breath; 
But  death  with  him  no  union  found, 
So  God  he  quicken  d  from  the  ground. 
But  death,  &c. 

13. 

And  when  he  soar'd  up  on  high, 
And  resum'd  all  majesty ; 
Elias  then  with  joy  laid  down, 
At  his  God's  feet,  his  ruling  crown. 
Elias  then,  &e. 

14. 

And  now  our  God  he  sits  on  high, 
In  power  and  glorious  majesty; 
In  Christ  alone  all  power  doth  dwell, 
To  raise  us  all  from  death  and  hell. 
In  Christ,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  FIFTY-NINTH  SONG. 
Oh  !  how  my  soul  does  soar  above, 
To  praise  my  God  for  his  great  love ; 
Now  I,  by  faith  can  see, 
That  God  that  died  for  me, 
Was  Jesus  Christ,  that  God  on  high. 
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2. 

His  name  I  ever  will  adore, 
He  is  my  God,  and  I'll  have  no  more 
He  is  a  glorious  king ; 
I  will  for  ever  sing, 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  God  on  high. 
3. 

When  envious  reason  does  deny, 
That  to  redeem  me  my  God  did  die ; 
In  my  soul  there's  a  spring, 
Which  flows  up  to  that  king, 
Dear  Jesus  Christ  that  God  on  high. 
4. 

There  I  find  peace  and  lasting  joy, 
Which  envious  reason  cant  destroy, 
By  faith  in  my  God's  blood, 
Gave  by  the  royal  word 
Of  Jesus  Christ  that  God  on  high. 
5. 

Kings  by  their  riches  ne'er  can  find 

This  glorious  treasure  of  the  mind; 

I'm  richer  than  a  king, 

Now  I  by  faith  can  sing, 

Praise  to  my  glorious  God  on  high. 
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6. 

Come,  now  your  tuneful  voices  raise, 

Your  dear.  Redeemer  for  to  praise, 

You  that  by  faith  can  see, 

None  died  to  set  you  free, 

But  Jesus  Christ,  that  God  on  high. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTIETH  SONG. 
Sweet  is  the  love  to  those  that  sympathize 
With  grace  and  truth,  a  pleasant  sacrifice  ; 
But  those  that  with  a  mask  do  vail  their  faces, 
Stand  against  truth  with  all  its  gifts  and  graces. 
2. 

Who  seek  their  own  destruction  without  care, 
Of  feeble  saints  running  into  a  snare; 
But  when  love's  present  in  the  sacrifice, 
It  consecrates  the  temple  of  the  wise. 

John  Nichols. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-FIRST  SONG. 
(Tune,  c  Guardian  angels.') 

Saints,  behold  your  great  Creator, 
Who  did  leave  divine  abode, 
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And  became  a  spotless  creature, 
Tho'  he  was  the  very  God ; 
My  soul  with  wonder  was  surprized, 
At  his  great  stupendous  love ; 
But  'tis  by  faith,  I  see, 
My  God  he  died  for  me, 
And  left  his  glorious  throne  above. 
2. 

Guardian  angels  did  protect  him, 
In  his  journey  here  on  earth; 
Eastern  wise-men  they  beheld  him, 
In  a  manger  at  his  birth ; 
Then  their  offerings  they  presented, 
And  their  adoration  paid, 
To  him  who  was  their  God, 
Now  in  this  vile  abode, 
Tho'  by  his  power  the  world  was  made. 
3. 

See,  my  friends,  your  dear  Redeemer 

Nail'd  unto  a  cursed  tree, 

To  redeem  his  seed  for  ever, 

And  fulfil  his  own  decree ; 

Voluntarily  he  resign'd 

His  most  precious  sacred  breath ; 

The  very  God  did  die, 
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And  in  the  grave  did  lie, 
But  rose  again  and  conquer  d  death. 
4. 

Believers,  now  raise  all  your  voices, 
See  the  mighty  God  ascend, 
Descending  angels,  sweet  rejoicing, 
Round  their  absent  God  attend; 
His  stewards  then  with  joy  surrender, 
Glory,  power  and  majesty ; 
His  glories  brighter  shine 
Transcendant  more  sublime, 
And  will  to  all  eternity. 

Martha  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-SECOND  SONG. 
See  this  happy  day,  which  with  cheerful  ray, 
Once  more  is  allow'd  us  our  souls  to  excite ; 
This,  this  was  the  morning  and  glorious  dawning, 

Which  brought  truth  to  light, 

By  Christ,  God  alone ; 

In  distinct  words  from  heaven, 

This  commission  was  given, 

In  a  divine  ray, 

To  Reeve  'twas  made  known, 

Which  Muggleton  own'd ; 
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What  one  had  receiv'd,  the  other  believ'd, 

His  words  did  obey; 
Thus  both  were  ordain'd,  both  power  obtain' d 

On  this  glorious  day. 

2. 

True  believers,  then  raise  your  voices  in  praise 
To  Christ,  our  redeemer,  our  father,  and  king; 
His  love  we'll  adore  now  and  evermore ; 
To  him  we  will  sing, 
Since  he  has  made  known 
By  his  last  commission, 
We  all  have  remission 
Of  our  former  crimes ; 
Then,  saints,  this  faith  own, 
There's  no  doubt  of  a  crown, 
Which  will  be  enjoy* d  when  the  devil's  destroyed  i 

We  in  glory  shall  shine, 
For  for  us  it's  declar'd  to  be  only  prepar'd, 
By  these  prophets  divine. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-THIRD  SONG. 

True  saints,  come  rejoice, 
With  heart  and  wi*h  voice, 
To  Christ  our  Redeemer  and  king; 
Who  from  heaven's  throne, 


SONGS.  4 

This  commission  sent  down, 
Which  joy  and  salvation  does  bring, 

To  ali  poor  lost  souls, 

Whom  reason  controuls, 
But  by  faith  now  the  tyrants  are  bound ; 

For  a  stronger  than  he, 

Will  a  conqueror  be, 
That  he  never  again  will  be  found. 
2. 

While  here  he  will  grieve 

Poor  souls  who  believe ; 

But  when  faith  is  active  he's  dead, 

But,  oh!  what  sad  cares, 

What  anguish  and  fears, 

Are  we  under,  while  by  him  we're  led; 

Yet  unless  he  had  been, 

We  had  never  known  sin, 
Or  the  mercy  of  God  could  we  see ; 

Then  let  us  all  sing, 

To  our  heavenly  king, 
Since  we  all  shall  by  faith  be  made  free. 
3. 

This  day  did  John  Reeve 
This  commission  receive, 
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From  the  God  of  all  glory  above  ; 

These  days  did  he  chuse, 

To  send  joyful  news, 

Glad  tidings  of  mercy  and  love ; 

Then  saints,  let  us  raise 

Our  voices  with  praise, 
To  Christ  who  hath  been  such  a  friend, 

By  his  prophets  below, 

To  let  us  all  know, 
We  have  joys  that  will  never  have  end. 

4. 

Though  they  are  asJeep, 
Those  days  we  will  keep,  ■ 
A  jubilee  to  our  great  king, 
In  anthems  divine, 
With  thanksgiving  we'll  join, 
To  Christ  will  we  evermore  sing ; 
For  salvation  we  have, 
Which  he  freely  gave ; 
Come  saints,  now  let  us  adore, 
Remembering  these  days 
Are  the  subjects  of  praise, 
An  earnest  of  praise  evermore. 
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5. 

In  the  prophet  John  Reeve, 
We  all  do  believe 

And  great  Muggleton's  doctrine  we  own  , 
What  they  did  declare, 
Sure  witnesses  are, 

They  were  sent  from  God's  heavenly  throne, 

For  the  secrets  they  told, 

There  was  none  could  unfold, 
Such  infallible  truths  there  doth  shine ; 

How  the  Father  and  Son 

Are  united  in  one, 
And  found  in  Christ  Jesus  divine. 

6. 

There  was  none  but  them  two 

The  form  of  God  knew, 

Or  his  nature  could  ever  make  known ; 

There  was  no  one  could  tell 

What  place  would  be  hell, 

Where  the  damn'd  for  ever  will  groan  ; 

Nor  none  could  relate 

The  mystery  great 
Of  the  nature  of  angels  on  high, 

But  those  who  believe 
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In  the  great  prophet  Reeve, 
And  with  Muggletons  doctrine  comply. 

7.  £ 
The  nature  of  heaven, 
Was  never  yet  given 
To  any  so  fully  before ; 
And  tho'  most  men  deny 
That  the  souls  of  men  die, 
They  have  prov'd  it  till  time  is  no  more; 

And  as  for  the  devil, 

That  acteth  all  evil, 
John  Reeve  and  his  writings  doth  show, 

And  Muggleton  plain 

Says,  there's  none  but  in  man, 
For  man  is  the  devil  below/ 
8. 

These  six  sacred  things, 
Unknown  pleasures  will  bring 
To  all  who  true  faith  do  embrace; 
These  mysteries  divine, 
Assurance  will  find, 
Of  seeing  their  God  face  to  face  ; 

On  those  do  depend, 

True  joys  without  end, 
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Which  the  tongue  of  no  mortal  can  tell; 

But  those  who  despise, 

Will  in  torments  arise, 
And  for  ever  be  left  here  in  hell. 
9. 

Oh !  glorious  God, 

Christ  Jesus  our  Lord, 

Who's  an  inaccessible  light, 

Transparent  divine, 

Transcendant  sublime, 

Too  great  for  frail  weak  mortal's  sight ; 

But  when  he  will  raise 

Our  souls  from  the  grave, 
In  spiritual  glory  shall  shine ; 

See  the  object  above, 

Who's  God  of  all  love, 
In  mansions  of  transport  divine. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-FOURTH  SONG 

The  first  created  blessed  pair, 
The  Lord  made  perfect  pure  and  fair ; 
Planted  a  garden,  placed  them  there, 
As  lords  of  this  creation  ; 

P  5 
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The  devil  here  seduced  Eve, 
By  which  two  seeds  we  do  perceive 
Were  introduced  here  to  live, 
Until  time's  last  duration. 

2. 

Then  all  true  saints,  come  sing  with  me, 
In  praises  to  Christ's  majesty ; 
Whose  precious  blood  by  faith  I  see, 

In  this  his  last  commission ; 
Wherein  they  clearly  have  made  known, 
That  Christ  is  God,  in  him  alone 
The  everlasting  Father  shone, 

As  by  his  prophets'  mission. 

3. 

I  mean  John  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
Prophets  from  Godrs  imperial  throne ; 
Who  joyful  newTs  brought  every  one, 

That  can  believe  their  power ; 
Happy  the  soul  that  comes  to  see, 
That  Christ  is  God  and  only  he, 
Who  chose  to  die  and  set  us  free, 

His  death  did  death  devour. 

4. 

The  last  great  prophet  of  the  Lord, 
Who  witness'd  to  the  third  record, 
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At  him  the  devils  draw'd  their  swords, 

And  punishments  assign' d ; 
When  he  appear' d  within  their  court, 
The  great  ones  they  begun  to  sport; 
But  God  their  power  did  cut  short, 

TheiB  hellish  wrath  confin'd. 

5. 

Now  his  great  foes  in  judgment  sat, 

An  hundred  pounds*  they  priz'd  him  at  ; 

;Twas  more  than  their  forefathers  set 

Upon  the  Lord  of  glory; 
The  fine  was  paid,  the  prophet  clear  d, 
Their  malice  now  need  not  be  fear'd  ; 
Rouse  up,  my  friends,  and  let's  be  cheer'd, 

To  hear  this  welcome  story. 

6. 

This  nineteenth  day  of  July,  my  friends, 

Our  thanks  and  praises  shall  ascend ; 

This  jubilee  we'll  yearly  spend 

To  Christ  the  G  od  of  power  .; 

For  this  day  Muggleton  the  great, 

Was  freed  from  the  cursed  hate, 

And  devilish  fury  of  the  great, 

Who  fain  would  him  devour. 

*  The  fine  of  five  hundred  pounds  was  mitigated  to  one 
'hundred  pounds  bylhe  sheriffs,  Sir  John  Peak,  Sheriff  of 
SLondon,  and  Sir  Thomas  Sxamp,  Sheriff  of  Middlesex. 
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Both  prophets  now  are  in  the  dust, 
Their  writings  are  both  true  and  just, 
In  which  we  put  our  only  trust, 

That  we  might  live  for  ever, 
In  realms  of  light  and  bliss  above, 
Where  God  does  reign  in  peace  and  love ; 
The  devils  never  shall  remove, 

But  live  in  hell  for  ever. 

William  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-FIFTH  SONG. 
A  Kingdom  of  Love,  and  of  lovely  Songs. 

DOCTRINE. 

This  kingdom  of  eternal  glory  is  a  kingdom  of  love; 
there  is  not  one  spark  of  anger  there ;  for  there  is  love 
without  opposition.  As  this  place  is  a  vale  of  tears,  so  it  is 
of  love  and  anger ;  each  runs  its  round,  and  we  cannot 
help  it. 

ILLUSTRATED. 

If  we  were  not  angry  in  sin,  but  unto  sin,  it  were  well ; 
hut  affections  are  sometimes  so  pressing,  that  we  are  not 
only  unjustly  angry,  but  are  ready  to  justify  unjust  anger. 
But,  oh !  happy  country,  where  love  is  all  in  all ;  because 
no  sorrow  is  there,  so  no  anger.  Here  we  are  pettish  and 
foolish,  and  ready  to  fall  out  with  our  best  friends,  ami 
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after,  we  relent,  and  are  troubled  at  our  unbridled  anger. 
Love  is  now  the  comfort  of  our  life,  but  then  it  will  be  the 
crown  of  our  life;  and  there  shall  we  love  and  be  loved, 
and  loaded  with  love,  as  the  bee  is  with  honey,  and  God 
will  set  his  love  on  us  all  3  and  this  his  love  shall  rest 
on  us. 

APPLIED. 

There  is  a  sweet  saying  by  the  prophet  Zephaniah,  'The 
Lord  thy  God  saith,  the  prophet  shall  save  us  ;  he  will  re- 
joice over  thee  with  joy ;  he  will  rest  in  his  love  \  he  will 
joy  over  thee  with  singing."  Here  is  love  indeed ;  this 
makes  g-lad  the  city  of  God  ;  for  this  city  rests  in  the  arms 
of  his  love,  he  rejoicing  over  them  with  singing  :  this  will 
ravish  the  hearts  of  the  elect  too  with  astonished  joy ;  not 
only  to  hear  the  songs  of  your  love  and  sorrow,  but  to 
hear  the  songs  of  praises  and  love,  and  dear  you  are  to 
him.  Will  not  this  now  strike  the  flints  of  the  heart,  and 
make  the  fire  to  ascend  to  heaven  in  praises  here  ?  How 
much  more  will  it  do  it  there,  where  the  holy  love  fire  is 
ever  burning  ?  No  heart  can  now  conceive,  nor  tongue 
can  utter,  what  joy  and  love,  and  songs  of  joy  and  love, 
will  be  between  the  Redeemer  and  redeemed.  And  as 
the  saints  do  all  join  together,  singing  songs  of  praise  unto 
their  good  God,  even  so  likewise  they,  as  children  of  one 
father,  and  heirs  of  one  kingdom,  do  all  mutually  embrace 
each  other  and  kiss  each  other,  with  lovely  songs,  as  they 
meet,  they  sweetly  greet  in  this  wise. 


430  SONGS. 

Hail!  my  dear  brother,  have  I  met  with  thee! 
Oh !  welcome  into  this  felicity, 
Where  perfect  love  and  concord  doth  abound, 
No  strife  or  discord  in  it  can  be  found. 

2. 

Come,  let  us  love,  and  in  love  let  us  greet 
Our  bless'd  God,  when  we  with  him  do  meet ; 
Oh!  sovereign  sweetness,  our  joy,  and  eke  our 
crown, 

What  thou  hast  given  us,  at  thy  feet  we  cast  down. 
3. 

For  thou  hast  redeemed  us  with  thy  precious  blood 
Of  Godhead  life,  laid  down  in  thy  manhood; 
Our  faith,  in  which  was  made  the  seal  of  heaven, 
And  now  the  glory  of  it  thou  hast  given. 
4. 

'You  are  my  jewels/  will  our  Lord  reply, 
'  And  welcome  now  into  your  master's  joy; 
For  I  joy  in  you,  as  well  as  you  in  me, 
And  take  you  for  my  sweet  society. 

5. 

*  All  my  delight  on  earth  was  amongst  you, 
You  had  my  promise,  and  now  you  find  it  true ; 
You  did  believe  me,  now  shall  joys  abound, 
Possess  all  joys  that  in  my  courts  are  found/ 
Thomas  Tomkinson. 


SONGS 


4ol 


HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

(Tune,  i  Down  in  a  meadow,'  and  '  Stern  winter  hasten.') 
This  clay  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
Received  from  God's  imperial  throne, 
This  last  commission,  pure,  divine, 
Which  will  remain  as  long  as  time. 
2. 

Oh !  glorious  day  that  has  reveal' d 
Those  sacred  truths  that  lay  conceal'd, 
From  earth's  foundation  never  known, 
That  God  was  Christ,  and  Christ  is  one. 
3. 

One  essential,  glorious  Lord, 
Who  has  appear'd  in  three  records, 
Unto  his  chosen  here  below ; 
But  for  the  devils  overthrow. 

4. 

First,  as  Father,  full  of  power ; 
Next,  as  Son,  did  death  devour; 
And  in  this  last,  as  Holy  Ghost, 
Believed  by  few,  denied  by  most. 

5. 

Come,  true  believers,  let's  rejoice 

In  Jesus  Christ,  with  heart  and  voice, 
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For  he  is  God,  and  only  he 
By  suffering  death  could  set  us  free. 
6. 

Free  from  death's  tyrannic  power, 
Which  reign' d  o'er  all,  until  that  hour, 
In  which  his  Godhead  spirit  died ; 
Swifter  than  thought  again  revived. 
7. 

And  now's  ascended  far  on  high, 
Leading  captive  captivity; 
Seated  on  his  imperial  throne> 
And  crowned  with  a  triple  crown. 

8. 

Refulgent  glories  round  him  shine, 
From  his  redeeming  love  in  time, 
Unto  poor  Adam's  seed  alone; 
Come,  let's  rejoice,  for  heaven's  our  own. 
9. 

Happy's  the  soul  that  can  believe, 
And  own  the  mission  of  John  Reeve ; 
Eternal  life's  the  sure  reward 
Of  those  that  seal  this  third  record. 
10. 

Those  that  despise  it,  ne'er  will  know 
Nothing  but  pain  and  endless  woe, 
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In  utter  darkness,  as  decreed, 
Both  for  the  serpent  and  his  seed. 

11. 

The  seed  of  faith  shall  all  arise, 
Ascending  far  above  the  skies, 
Into  that  blest  divine  abode, 
Where  saints  and  angels  see  the  Lord, 
12. 

Come  quickly,  Christ  our  God  and  king, 
Finish  our  faith  that  we  may  sing 
Our  dear  Redeemer's  matchless  love, 
In  those  eternal  realms  above. 

William  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

When  first  the  truth  I  came  to  know, 
Great  joy  therein  my  soul  did  flow; 
The  third  record  I  do  behold, 
Purer  to  me  than  crowns  of  gold. 

2. 

It  shows  me  those  sweet  joys  in  love, 
By  faith  my  God  that  is  above, 
^Twas  him  in  time  that  did  come  down, 
Cloth'd  himself  with  flesh,  blood  and  bone.. 
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3. 

He  in  a  virgin  s  womb  did  lie, 
There  the  immortal  seed  did  dier 
For  to  fulfil  his  own  decree, 
Quicken  d  in  pure  mortality. 

4. 

The  virgin's  seed  then  did  unite 
With  the  eternal  seed  of  light, 
Thro'  union  was  instantly 
Quicken' d  in  pure  mortality. 

5. 

Then  unto  us  a  child  is  born, 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  holy  one; 
Who  liv'd  and  died,  now  lives  again, 
In  glorious  heavens  ever  reign. 

6. 

Now  under  Reeve  and  Muggletonr 
I  write  these  you  may  muse  upon ; 
All  glory  to  my  God,  I  see, 
1  am  assured  of  eternity. 

Thomas  Pickersgill. 

HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-EIGHTH  SONG 
(Tune,  <  The  malice  of  reason.') 

To  God,  our  creator,  redeemer  and  king, 
All  in  one  true  concert,  hallelujahs  we'll  sing, 
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For  his  infinite  love,  that  all  love  doth  exceed ; 
Who  for  us  sinful  mortal  was  pleased  to  bleed. 
For  his,  &c. 

Unto  death  to  secure  us  from  death's  tyranny, 
And  thereby  to  procure  us  true  felicity, 
In  those  blessed  mansions  that  for  ever  remain,  1 
Expressless  in  joy,  and  free  from  all  pain. 
In  those,  &c. 

3. 

Where  nothing  for  ever  shall  ever  be  found, 
To  disturb  our  enjoyments,  but  to  make  them 
abound ; 

There  openly  we  face  to  face  shall  behold 
Our  God  in  his  glory,  with  the  prophets  of  old. 
There  openly,  &c. 

4. 

Apostles  and  witnesses  who  have  run  their  race, 
And  finish' d  their  courses  thro'  faith  by  his  grace ; 
Undaunted  then  we  with  them  shall  appear, 
With  high  praises  before  him,  when  horror  and 
fear. 

Undaunted  then,  &c. 
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5. 

And  amazement  shall  seize  on  the  devils  our  foesy 
Who  would  not  believe  them,  but  still  did  oppose, 
Deride  and  afflict,  and  at  last  crucify 
Our  sovereign  Lord,  now  ascended  on  high. 
Deride  and,  &c. 

6. 

By  his  own  power  alone,  when  in  clouds  he  shall 
come, 

With  his  saints  and  blest  angels  to  give  them 
their  doom ; 

In  black  dismal  darkness  they  then  must  be 
penn'd, 

Where  worm  never  die,  nor  pain  never  end. 
In  black,  &c. 

7. 

Tho'  on  earth  whilst  they  dwell,  as  monarchs 
they  reign, 

Surrounded  with  pleasures  and  fuTd  with  disdain 
Of  the  saints,  who  as  bond-slaves  and  vassals 
they  use, 

And  void  of  all  mercy  as  tyrants  they  abuse. 
Of  the,  &g. 
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8. 

For  refusing  to  worship  those  shadows  which 
they 

From  their  own  brains  extracted,  in  distraction 
obey; 

And  adoring  Christ  Jesus,  who  is  God  over  all, 
By  the  breath  of  whose  mouth  they  and  their 
God  both  must  fall. 
And  adoring,  &c. 

9. 

By  their  reasons  blind  zeal  they  vainly  suppose, 
What  they  do  to  the  saints  they  do  to  God's  foes ; 
And  by  their  false  worship,  the  devils  persuade 
Them,  in  heaven  a  purchase  secure  they  have 
made. 
And  by,  &c. 

10, 

Thus  fed  with  vain  fancies,  in  heaven  they  seem, 
But  at  last  their  enjoyment  will  prove  but  a 
dream ; 

When  the  trump  shall  awake  them  and  make 
them  arise, 

Then  upon  them  confusion  and  terror  shall  seize. 
When  the,  &c. 
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11. 

Their  good  (feeds,  whereby  they  expected  to  be 
InstalFd  in  glory,  quite  from  them  shall  flee, 
And  no  more  be  found,  but  their  bad  deeds  ap- 
pear, 

To  witness  against  them  and  fill  them  with  fear. 
And  no,  &c. 

12. 

And  the  false  gods  they  worshipp'd  no  help  shall 
extend, 

Nor  from  the  vengeance  of  the  true  God  defend; 
Thus  the  God  they  disown' d  and  whose  messen- 
gers dear, 

They  despis  d  and  afflicted,  in  glory  appear. 
Thus  they,  &c. 

13. 

In  judgment  against  them,  to  doom  them  to  hell, 
There  for  ever  and  ever  in  torment  to  dwell ; 
By  the  thought  of  those  glories  that  by  faith  we 
have  felt, 

Tho'  in  part  and  distance,  our  senses  all  melt. 
By  the,  &c. 

14. 

Into  raptures  celestial  that  makes  our  souls  fly, 
With  contempt  to  the  world,  to  the  regions  on 
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To  the  throne  of  our  Saviour,  where  we  may  be- 
hold, 

By  his  infinite  love,  our  names  are  enrolFd. 
To  the,  &c. 

15. 

In  his  sacred  decrees  that  are  seal'd  with  the 
blood 

Of  no  less  than  himself  who  is  our  only  God ; 
Our  faith  in  that  title  shall  ever  expel, 
Tho'  we  dwell  among  devils  the  terror  of  helL 
Our  faith,  &c. 

16. 

Tho*  they  gnash,  foam  and  rage,  and  devour  m 
would  fain, 

Still  their  venom  retorts,  and  their  labour  is  vain ; 
Let  them  foam  and  swell  then  with  malice  ac- 
curst, 

Until  with  their  poison  their  bellies  do  burst ; 
We  will  laugh  them  to  scorn  with  a  holy  disdain. 
For  we  know  they  are  kept  within  length  of  their 
chain. 

Elizabeth  Henn. 
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HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY-NINTH  SONG. 

Once  more  this  day  of  great  joy  and  pleasure, 

Time  swift  revolving  again  has  brought  round ; 
On  this  day  both  prophets  and  saints  joy  in  mea- 
sure, 

Where  in  true  liberty  free  did  abound; 
The  high  power  of  fines  and  devils  and  law, 

Nor  sly  lying  preachers,  they  could  not  prevail ; 
His  faith  it  was  sound,  in  his  case  was  no  flaw, 
The  power  of  his  mission  made  his  enemies 
fail. 
The  high,  &c. 

2. 

What  manifold  sufferings  our  God  and  his  pro- 
phets, 

Without  cause,  have  received  from  the  bastard 
seed ; 

But  they  shall  loud  roar,  when  they  find  them- 
selves Tophet's, 
Who  made  great  Jehovah's  eternal  soul  bleed; 
In  the  Son,  they  the  Godhead  kill'd  on  a  curst 
tree, 

Infinity  dead,  when  the  Son  lost  his  breatk, 
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They  have  beaten  his  friends  here  in  mortality, 
Both  master  and  servant  they've  laid  low  in 
death. 
In  the,  &c. 

3. 

But  long-look'd  for  doomsday  will  make  the 
scale  turn ; 

All  nature  will  tremble,  the  sun  down  will  fall ; 
Their  heavens  once  vanish'd,  lost  souls  hot  will 
burn, 

And  earthquakes  will  shake  all  this  ponder- 
ous ball ; 

The  fat-gutted  priest  will  roar  for  assistance ; 

The  lawyer  may  say,  he  did  plead  for  a  fee  ; 
But  unto  our  God  they  have  both  shewn  resist- 
ance, 

They  are  damn'd  without  mercy  to  eternity. 
The  fat-gutted,  &c. 
4. 

The  fate  of  the  cloth  in  the  end  most  disgraceful, 
They  who  with  kings  and  with  rulers  could 
dine, 

Will,  by  their  own  clan,  be  found  out  deceitful ; 
The  bishops  will  then  lodge  with  devils  and 
swine, 
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Instead  of  a  silk  gown  to  clothe  the  false  rubbish, 

Or  bottle  of  claret  to  please  his  proud  heart, 
Or  fine  high  cock'd  mitre,  to  make  him  look 
bobbish, 

The  waters  of  death  will  new  torments  impart. 
Instead  of,  &c. 

5. 

Instead  of  his  palace,  a  dry  burning  sand 

He'll  lay  on,  with  body  more  heavy  than  lead; 

There  he'll  lay  in  anguish,  he's  lost  his  command, 
He'll  blaspheme  afresh,  and  would  gladly  be 
dead ; 

His  dust-licking  friend  will  be  his  companion, 
Who  loved  his  money  more  dear  than  God's 
seed ; 

He  thought  self  and  offspring  on  it  might  depend 
on, 

Not  caring  how  the  friend  of  God  here  did 
bleed. 
His  dust,  &c\ 

6. 

How  happy  are  we  who  have  laid  up  such  trea- 
sure, 

As  makes  God  his  banker  ;  he  calls  man,  his 
friend; 
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His  love  he  has  made  manifest  in  a  great  mea- 
sure, 

By  sending  an  ambassador,  who  was  detain' d 
Within  a  dark  cell  of  reason's  invention ; 

For  reason  with  God's  friend  is  at  enmity ; 
But  that  could  not  hinder  Jehovah's  intention, 
For  this  day  his  messenger  great  was  set  free. 
Within  a,  &c. 

7. 

Then  since  he  delights  to  give  peace  to  his  crea- 
ture, 

Let  us  love  each  other,  if  it's  but  for  his  sake ; 
We  know  that  his  seed  must  be  of  his  own  na- 
ture ; 

So  to  comfort  each  other  let  us  measures  take, 
And  rejoice  on  this  day  for  our  prophet's  deliver- 
ance ; 

Let  all  wrath  and  malice  be  quite  laid  aside, 
If  any  has  sinn'd,  let  us  hope  for  repentance, 
And  pray  that  the  prophets  be  ever  our  guide. 
And  rejoice,  &c. 

8. 

For 'love  to  each  other  brings  peace  and  content- 
ment, 

It  causes  the  soul  to  sing  sweet  to  its  king, 
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It  causes  tlie  heart  to  forget  all  resentment, 
Makes  knowledge  and  pleasure  in  me  for  to 
spring ; 

Wine  that's  celestial  gives  peace  to  my  soul, 
My  faith  it  doth  drink  of  a  fountain  that's  free ; 

For  the  blood  of  God  has  wash'd  me  quite  whole, 
And  now  I  am  longing  for  eternity. 
Wine  that's,  &c. 

John  Peat. 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTIETH  SONG. 
(Tune,  c  Old  iron  to  find.') 

'Tis  true  I  can't  worship  now  as  the  world  doth, 
Because  their  false  God  and  false  doctrine  I 
loathe ; 

Yet  I  am  true  hearted  unto  Christ,  my  king, 
I'm  a  true  Muggletonian,  with  clear  conscience 
can  sing; 

1  can  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
Since  that  the  true  God  and  right  devil  I  know. 
I  can  pass,  &c. 

2. 

I  fear  not  proud  reason,  I  break  not  his  law. 
Their  scoffs,  nor  their  jeers,  I  don't  value  one 
straw, 
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And  their  persecutions  I  patiently  bear, 
It  is  a  crown  of  thorns  which  I  know  1  must 
wear ; 

I  can  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
Since  that  the  true  God  and  right  devil  I  know. 
I  can,  &c. 

3, 

The  true  God  is  my  friend,  I  can  plainly  see, 
He  pour  d  forth  his  soul  unto  death  on  a  tree ; 
His  eternal  spirit  for  me  here  did  die, 
That  I  might  live  with  him  to  eternity. 
I  can  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
Since  that  the  true  God  and  right  devil  1  know. 
1  can,  &c. 

4. 

When  reason  in  fear  on  their  death-bed  do  lay, 
They  must  have  their  false  ministers  for  them  to 
P^y? 

Their  false  sacrament  receive,  in  a  false  God  be- 
lieve, 

And  with  false  hopes  they  their  own  souls  de- 
ceive ; 

I  can  pass  to  and  fro  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
Since  that  the  true  God  and  right  devil  I  know. 
I  can.  S:.c. 
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5. 

The  sting  of  sins toak  from  me,  I've  no  need  to 
prepare, 

God  did  the  work  for  me,  when  he  suffered  here, 
There  need  no  amendment  to  Gods  work,  I  am 
sure; 

Nor  none  can  be  made  by  us  mortals  so  poor : 
1  can  pass  to  and  fro,  arid  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  my  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  I 
know. 
I  can,  &c. 

6. 

God  laid  down  his  glory  in  a  virgin's  womb, 
That  God  pure  man  for  us  might  become, 
From  his  spirituality  there  did  he  die, 
And  quicken' d  himself  in  pure  mortality. 
I  can  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  my  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  I 
know. 
1  can,  &c. 

7. 

God's  precious  blood  was  shed  on  a  cross  for  me, 
It  hath  wasb'd  my  soul  from  all  sin  I  can  see  ; 
In  the  first  resurrection  I  have  my  part,  I  see, 
Therefore  the  second  death  can  have  no  power 
over  me ; 
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I  can  pass  to  and  fro  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  my  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  I 
know. 
I  can,  &c. 

8. 

Three  days  and  three  nights  in  the  grave  God 
did  lie, 

Then  rais'd  himself  and  ascended  on  high; 
And  his  blessed  person  the  heavens  will  contain, 
Till  to  raise  us  in  glory  he  cometh  again : 
I  can  pass  to  and  fro  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  my  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  I 
know. 
1  can,  &c. 

9. 

When  reason  is  raised  in  eternity, 
Then  their  place  of  hell  on  this  earth  here  will  be, 
One  and  others  dreadful  face  they  never  will  see, 
But  in  blackness  of  darkness  for  ever  they'll  be : 
I  can  pass  to  and  fro  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  my  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  I 
know. 
I  can,  &c. 
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10. 

When  time's  at  an  end,  we  the  faithful  shall  be, 
With  our  glorious  God  unto  eternity ; 
Then  instead  of  thorns,  a  bright  crown  we  shall 
wear, 

In  the  heavenly  mansions,  our  God  will  prepare : 
We  shall  pass  to  and  fro  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

11. 

Tears  will  be  wip'd  away,  and  all  sorrows  will 
cease. 

Then  springs  of  new  joy  in  our  souls  will  increase ; 
A  new  song  of  praise  to  the  Lamb,  we  shall  sing, 
To  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  our  alone  God  and  king : 
We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  we  now 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

12. 

In  the  glorious  kingdom  no  bounds  we  shall  see, 
Their  bodies  in  motion,  swift  as  thought  will  be; 
Shall  see  all  such  creatures  on  this  earth  here, 
But  in  spiritual  glory  like  crystal  so  clear: 
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We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

13. 

There  Adam  and  Eve  will  in  glory  be  seen, 
And  all  their  righteous  seed  whom  our  God  did 
redeem ; 

There'll  be  prophets  and  apostles  in  glory  divine, 
x\nd  the  two  last  great  prophets  will  gloriously 
shine  : 

We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

14. 

There  Moses  aud  Elias  will  in  glory  appear; 
But  our  God  will  exceed  all  in  brightness  so 
clear, 

Seated  on  his  throne  of  divine  majesty, 
In  the  midst  of  all  crowns  of  bright  burning  glory : 
We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  fre 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

a 
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15. 

Our  blest  bodies  as  a  robe  of  righteousness  divine, 
Is  that  heavenly  garment  in  which  we  shall  shine ; 
And  the  spiritual  food  wxhich  our  souls  shall  suf- 
fice, 

In  a  never  failing  fountain  out  of  our  spirits  will 
arise. 

We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

16. 

We  shall  feed  on  the  remembrance  of  Christ's 

righteousness, 
And  his  suffering  for  us  in  the  days  of  his  flesh. 
Or  else  on  the  grace,  in  wThich  here  we  did  grow, 
Or  on  the  persecutions  we  suffer  d  belowr. 
We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &. 

17. 

The  spiritual  motion  that  in  us  now  rise, 

We  shall  sensibly  feed  on  with  Godlike  new  joys 
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And  the  heavenly  communion  with  each  other  so 
sweet, 

We  had  in  mortality  when  we  did  meet. 
We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  see  God  face  to  face,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

18. 

There,  for  our  creation,  our  God  we  shall  praise, 
For  our  glorious  redemption,  shall  chant  divine 
lays ; 

The  angels  will  praise  God  for  creation  too; 
But  from  us  double  praises,  glory  and  honour  is 
due. 

We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  our  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

19. 

There  in  loud  hosannas  our  voices  will  ring, 
And  in  sweet  hallelujahs  to  Zion's  great  king, 
The  Lamb  on  Mount  Zion,  we  shall  joyfully 
praise, 

Who  is  creator,  redeemer,  and  ancient  of  days. 

Q2 


452  SONGS. 

We  shall  pass  to  and  fro,  and  fear  no  deadly  foe, 
And  praise  our  dear  God,  who  by  faith  now  we 
know. 
We  shall,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

HUNDRED.  AND  SEVENTY- FIRST 
SONG. 
(Tune,  «  Galley  Slave.') 

Oh!  think  on  my  state  I  now  freedom  enjoy, 

I  am  as  happy  as  happy  can  be ; 
What  pleasure  I  have  now  death's  sting  is  de- 
stroy'd, 

I  am  no  longer  a  captive  to  be ; 
i  fear  not  that  foe,  I  know  it's  my  fate, 

To  be  taken  from  this  world  evermore ; 
When  thought  brings  to  mind  my  future  happy 
state, 

I  die,  I  die,  sure  to  live  evermore. 
When  thought,  &c. 
2. 

How  kind  is  my  fate,  I  am  free  from  reason's 
chains, 

And  my  life  steers  by  faith's  balmy  chart ; 
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Tho'  devils  against  me  may  sorely  complain, 

I  ne'er  from  true  faith  will  depart ; 
When  Jehovah  does  come,  I  know  it's  my  fate, 

To  glory  to  go,  I  am  sure  ; 
When  time  brings  my  end  from  this  mortal  state, 
I'll  die,  I'll  die,  sure  to  live  evermore. 
When  time,  &c. 

3. 

With  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve  I  am  sure  I 
shall  go 

To  that  place  where  there's  bliss  ever  new ; 
That  wish'd  happy  morn  will  bring  many  their 
woe, 

While,  my  Saviour,  I  ascend  to  you; 
So  come,  welcome  death,  and  finish  this  state, 

Then  depart  hence  from  me  evermore; 
For  whenever  I  end  this  my  pilgrim  state, 
I'll  die,  Til  die,  assur'd  to  live  evermore. 
For  whenever,  &c. 

George  Robinson. 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-SECOND 
SONG. 

Oh  !  cease,  vain  man,  for  to  declare 

That  your  frail  souls  immortal  are ; 

Q3 


SONGS. 

This  finite  state  cannot  compare 

With  infinite  condition ; 

If  they  immortal  were,  they'd  be 

Of  uncorrupted  purity, 

Not  subject  to  mortality  ; 

But  would  be  ever  free, 

And  flee  into  eternity, 

To  perfect  full  fruition. 

2. 

How  can  the  soul  immortal  be, 

In  man  while  in  mortality; 

When  none  can  tell  how  soon  it  may  be, 

Ere  life  becomes  inactive ; 

Who  can  one  moment  here  insure? 

Or  who  can  escape  a  dying  hour? 

Or  pray,  what  does  grim  death  devour 

Without  strife,  nought  but  life? 

If  life's  the  soul,  then  soul's  the  life, 

To  him  becomes  a  captive. 

3. 

Besides  don't  beast  to  beast  below, 
Give  life,  as  nature  here  doth  show, 
And  vegetables  likewise  so  ; 
Yet  man's  the  noblest  creature, 
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He  who  was  made  the  lord  of  all, 
Within  this  fair  terrestrial  ball-, 
Must  he  inferior  be  to  all  ? 
Don't  he  convey,  as  well  as  they, 
Life  to  his  issue,  and  obey 
The  first  great  law  of  nature  ? 
4. 

Whatever  man  may  here  pretend, 

From  his  imaginary  friend, 

I  know  full  well  what  does  attend 

Mankind  in  this  creation; 

For  God  has  no  exception  made, 

But  life  is  in  the  seed  convey' d, 

This  law  must  ever  be  obey'd, 

Man  and  all  within  this  ball. 

Do  souls  beget,  and  ever  shall 

While  time  has  here  duration. 

5. 

There  was  no  more  than  two,  we  find, 
At  first  to  propagate  mankind, 
Adam  and  Eve,  the  two  design' cl, 
Plac'd  here  by  the  Creator ; 
Or  how  could  Eve  the  mother  be 
Of  all  living  posterity, 
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Unless  life,  by  divine  decree, 
Was  design'd  through  her  loins, 
By  almighty  power  divine, 
To  make  a  perfect  creature. 

6. 

Besides  did  not  almighty  God 

In  six  days  time  complete  this  orb, 

By  virtue  of  his  royal  word, 

Then  rested  from  creation  ; 

And  when  he  had  the  whole  survey' d, 
Even  every  thing  that  he  had  made  ; 
'  Behold  it's  good,'  the  Lord  he  said, 
Then  how  can  we  think  it  can  be 
Imperfect,  since  it  doth  agree 
With  his  divine  relation, 
7. 

If  souls  are  not  generated  then, 
Falsehood  unerring  truth  attend, 
And  God  a  liar  made  by  man, 
Who  still  must  be  creating, 
And  wont,  while  time  does  last,  have  dc 
If  souls  do  still  from  heaven  come, 
In  mortal  flesh  to  be  entomb'd; 
If  from  God  all  are  good, 
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No  bad  ones  can  be  understood, 
Since  unto  him  related. 

8. 

What  is  the  soul,  can  any  tell  ? 
Or,  where  without  the  body  dwell  ? 
Does  it  exist  in  heaven  or  hell, 
Is  what  I  now  require  ? 
Or,  does  a  purgatory  hold 
The  false  conceiv'd  departed  soul  ? 
Or,  what  place  else  can  you  unfold, 
From  whence  it  can  return  again, 
To  re-unite  a  lifeless  thing ; 
This  question  I  require? 

9. 

Both  states  eternal  all  agree, 

Either  of  bliss  or  misery ; 

No  middle  state  there  cannot  be 

For  a  departed  spirit ; 

If  such  a  thing  as  that  could  be, 

When  freed  from  this  mortality, 

It  must  be  in  eternity ; 

Why,  then'tis  strange  how  it  can  change 

From  its  eternal  state  again, 

And  yet  the  same  inherit. 

Q5 
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10. 

But  since  no  man  I  yet  could  hear. 
That  could  by  scripture  make  appea 
That  any  souls  immortal  are 
While  in  this  finite  station ; 
Then  all  are  mortal  here  below, 
And  generated  too  also, 
Ail  into  senseless  dust  must  go, 
Till  Christ  descends  to  put  end 
To  time,  and  recreate  again, 
Or  make  a  new  creation. 

11. 

Then  death,  life's  enemy,  will  die, 
Life  in  eternal  death  will  lie, 
And  dying,  live  eternally, 
From  torments  never  ceasing ; 
While  crowns  of  un  corrupted  gold, 
Too  great  for  me  now  to  unfold, 
Will  grace  each  beatific  soul, 
In  joys  sublime,  pure,  divine; 
Each  happy  soul  will  ever  shine, 
Christ  J esus  ever  praising. 

12. 

Then  will  our  new  created  spring 
Flow  over  to  the  king  of  kings  ; 
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How  sweetly  shall  we  ever  sing, 

In  extacies  of  pleasure ; 

Oh !  come,  sweet  Jesus,  come  away, 

I  long  to  see  that  glorious  day, 

When  thou  wilt  to  thine  own  seed  say, 

'  Come,  my  dove,  ascend  above, 

Enjoy  with  me  eternal  love, 

For  thou  art  mine  only  treasure. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-THIRD 
SONG. 

(Tune,  i  What  beauteous  scenes  doth  charm.' 

All  glory  to  my  gracious  God, 
Who  his  condition  chang'd, 
For  to  redeem  Adam's  lost  seed, 
He  David's  son  became ; 
For  when  his  image  was  overcome, 
He  did  the  promise  make, 
That  the  seed  of  the  woman, 
The  serpent's  head  should  break. 
The  serpent's,  &c. 
2. 

A  virgin  then,  of  David's  seed, 
The  Lord  God  did  prepare, 
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Him  to  receive,  because  that  she 
Of  fallen  nature  were; 
But  when  the  blessed  tidings  came, 
All  reason  passive  lay, 
She  dictated  by  faith  alone, 
Which  only  could  obey. 
Which  only,  &c. 
3 

Swifter  than  thought  the  Lord  descend 
Or  she  had  been  eonsum'd ; 
His  Godhead  glory  he  laid  down, 
In  the  pure  virgin's  womb; 
His  Godhead  spirit  he  cloth'd 
With  Abraham's  pure  seed, 
He  by  her  side  was  David's  son, 
Yet  very  God  indeed. 
Yet  very,  &c. 

4. 

There  the  eternal  Spirit  died, 
Condition  for  to  change, 
Quicken'd  in  pure  mortality; 
Oh!  wonderfully  strange! 
One  divine  essence  with  nature, 
The  Godhead  spirit  were, 
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Subject  to  hunger,  thirst  and  cold, 
As  Adam's  children  are. 
As  Adam's,  &c. 
5. 

Behold  your  God  a  perfect  child, 

In  spotless  pure  nature, 

Though  very  God,  he  knew  it  not, 

Till  he  became  mature ; 

Then  his  commission  he  received 

From  Elias  on  high ; 

That  he  was  God,  he  then  did  know, 

In  pure  mortality. 

In  pure,  &c. 

6. 

As  man,  the  law  he  walk'd  through, 
No  guile  was  found  in  him; 
As  God,  miracles  he  wrought, 
As  God,  he  forgave  sin, 
As  God,  he  them  permission  gave 
His  precious  life  to  take, 
As  God,  he  said  he'd  rise  again, 
By  virtue  of  his  faith. 
By  virtue,  &c. 

7. 

As  man,  he  to  the  garden  came, 
His  pure  nature  fears  death, 
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He  prays  the  cup  might  pass  from  him. 
Which  caused  that  bloody  sweat; 
But,  when  as  God,  his  spirit  mov'd, 
He  saw  his  own  decree ; 
All  fears  were  gone,  then  he  as  man, 
That  it  fulfill' d  might  be. 
That  it,  &c. 

8. 

Heaven's  kingdom  was  by  violence  seiz'd, 
And  before  Pilate  brought ; 
False  witnesses,  him  to  accuse, 
With  diligence  they  sought ; 
The  witnesses  they  against  him  brought, 
Was  from  his  own  decree, 
That  they  that  temple  should  destroy, 
Which  now  fulfill'd  must  be. 
Which  now,  &c. 

9. 

'  His  blood  on  us/  they  did  cry, 

'  If  that  God's  son  he  be;' 

Then  they  did  doom  my  God  to  die. 

And  let  a  thief  go  free ; 

Then  like  a  Lamb  they  did  him  lead, 

He  his  own  cross  did  bear, 
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In  derision  Lis  divine  head 
A  crown  of  thorns  did  wear. 
A  crown,  &c. 

10. 

When  he  was  come  unto  the  place, 
They  him  did  crucify, 
Between  two  thieves  his  blood  they  spill'd, 
Which  caus'd  his  soul  to  die ; 
In  bitterness  and  in  anguish 
Of  soul,  the  Lord  did  cry, 
He  look'd  all  around— help  there  was  none 
Compell'd  he  was  to  die. 
Compell'd,  &c. 

11. 

One  thief  revil'd,  the  other  cried, 
'  O  Lord,  remember  me 
When  thou  into  thy  kingdom  come 
'Tis  plain  his  God  he  see, 
And  then,  as  God,  his  spirit  mov'd, 
And  he  his  sins  forgave ; 
Power  then  became  all  passive, 
That  death  might  conquest  have. 
That  death,  &c. 
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12. 

In  the  condition  of  a  son, 
4  Tis  finished/  he  cried ; 
By  loss  of  blood,  anguish  and  pain, 
The  Godhead  spirit  died, 
Death  manifested  first  on  him, 
For  divine  order  sake, 
That  scripture  might  be  fulfilled, 
A  bone  they  should  not  break. 
A  bone,  &c. 

13. 

The  wine-press  of  God's  wrath  he  trod 
Alone,  and  all  fulfill' d, 
Which  would  not  have  been  done  by  him, 
Had  his  soul  not  been  kill'd ; 
Sin  brought  God's  wrath,  its  wages  death ; 
The  Lord  God  no  sin  hath, 
Permits  death's  conquest— rose  again, 
And  so  became  death's  death. 
And  so,  &c. 

14. 

When  the  decreed  time  was  fulfill'd, 
He  naturally  arose ; 
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Salvation  wrought  for  the  elect, 
Damnation  to  his  foes ; 
Death  had  no  power  to  detain, 
For  why?  no  sin  was  there; 
He  burst  death's  bands  triumphantly, 
The  very  God  appear'd. 
The  very,  &c. 

15. 

With  his  right  hand  and  holy  arm, 
The  victory  he  gain'd, 
A  double  glory  to  himself 
The  Lord  God  hath  attain'd, 
Now  he's  ascended  far  on  high, 
From  whence  he  did  descend, 
Where  he  will  reign  eternally, 
When  time  is  at  an  end. 
When  time,  &c. 

16. 

Come,  brothers  all,  with  joyful  hearts, 

Your  thankful  praises  join, 

Patiently  waiting  for  your  God 

To  put  an  end  to  time ; 

Oh !  come,  my  dear  Redeemer,  come, 

I  long  thy  face  to  see, 
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That  in  thy  blessed  mansion,  I 
May  praise  eternally. 

May  praise,  &c. 

Thomas  Perrt, 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-FOURTH 
SONG. 

Oh  !  liberty,  where  shall  I  find 

Thee,  in  this  orb  below ; 
1  know  that  here  thou  art  confiVd, 

And  so  am  1  also ; 
For  if  my  body  like  my  faith, 

As  swift  as  thought  could  be ; 
Then  no  restraint  should  me  controul, 

Then  no,  &c. 

From  perfect  liberty. 

2. 

*  True  liberty/  the  world  does  cry, 
'  Within  our  church  is  found/ 

But  oh!  how  falsely  they  do  lie, 
And  liberty  confound; 

For  how  can  liberty  appear 
In  ignorance  below ; 
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Or  who  true  liberty  can  share  ; 
Or  who,  &c. 

That  liberty  don't  know  ? 
3. 

It's  true  the  devils  think  the^  are  blest, 

But  they  are  much  deeeiv'd ; 
God's  sacred  truths  they  ne'er  posses t, 

Nor  his  prophets  e'er  believ'd ; 
And  tho'  in  darkness  they  oft  weep, 

And  in  distress  oft  cry, 
Yet  in  their  travels  they  do  sleep, 

Yet  in,  &c. 

And  find  not  liberty. 

4. 

O  liberty,  thy  place  so  great, 

My  tuneful  theme  shall  tell, 
The  way  to  thee's  through  heaven's  gate, 

The  way  to  that's  through  hell; 
And  when  our  God  calls  all  from  rest, 

All  Adam's  seed  will  fly 
To  praise  their  God  in  endless  rest, 

To  praise,  &c. 

In  perfect  liberty. 

5. 

For  from  that  seed  spontaneously 
All  praises  then  will  flow, 
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When  they  are  left  at  liberty, 

Their  gratitude  to  shew  ; 
Not  like  that  angel  which  once  fell 

When  he  was  left  on  high, 
His  cursed  spirit  did  rebel, 

His  cursed,  &c. 

And  died  in  liberty. 

6. 

And  all  that  nature  which  live  on  high, 

By  God's  dear  boundless  love, 
From  life  to  death  would  quickly  fly, 

If  left  alone  above ; 
For  as  that  spirit  came  from  death, 

They  to  that  centre  fly ; 
But  God  gave  us  an  heavenly  breath, 

But  God,  &c. 

Which  leads  to  liberty. 

7. 

That  breath  it  was  the  breath  of  life, 
Which  God  to  Adam  gave, 

Free  from  all  envy,  care  and  strife, 
It  wanted  none  to  save ; 

But  when  he  sinn'd,  he  quickly  fell, 
And  for  his  sin  did  die ; 
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But  God  himself  went  down  to  hell, 
But  God,  &e. 
And  purchased  liberty. 

8. 

O  liberty,  thy  glorious  crown 

My  soul  is  sure  to  wear, 
With  mighty  men  of  high  renown, 

Who  see  thy  shining  star; 
That  star  it  was  Elias  great, 

In  power  and  majesty; 
Who  did  thy  wonders  great  relate, 

Who  did,  &c. 

When  you  came  down  to  die. 
9. 

He  did  them  to  the  stable  bring, 

Where  you  in  peace  did  lay, 
x\nd  show'd  them  their  redeeming  king, 

Here  cloth'd  with  spotless  clay ; 
'  For  in  the  inn  no  room/  they  said, 

So  shut  you  out  of  door; 
And  in  a  manger  you  was  laid, 

And  in,  &c. 

Where  none  had  lain  before. 
10. 

And  when  that  you  grew  up  mature, 
And  died  for  Adam's  sin ; 
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Against  them  all  you  shut  the  door, 

And  let  none  of  them  in, 
To  see  the  greatest  mystery, 

That  ever  here  was  done ; 
Your  very  soul  in  flesh  did  die, 

Your  very,  &c. 

And  bled  here  as  a  son. 

11. 

That  great  and  mighty  rock  was  rent, 

When  they  did  pierce  Christ's  side, 
Both  blood  and  water  did  descend, 

And  flesh  and  blood  divide ; 
And  when  Christ  did  to  death  descend, 

Wise  men  of  reason  cried, 
*  Surely  the  worid  is  at  an  end, 

Surely  the,  &c. 

Or  nature's  God  has  died/ 
12. 

But  if  the  world  had  ended  then, 

I  never  God  had  known ; 
Nor  never  liv'd  to  guide  my  pen, 

Or  praises  ever  shown ; 
But  now  I'm  here,  I'll  patient  wait, 

Until  my  soul  does  die  ; 
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Then  fly  from  death  to  heaven's  gate, 
Then  fly,  &c. 
To  endless  liberty. 

Boyer  Glover, 


HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY- FIFTH 
SONG. 

How  happy 's  that  mortal  who  by  faith  can  see, 
That  Christ  he  is  God,  and  only  he, 
And  in  his  blest  body  the  Godhead  did  lie, 
When  he  was  in  time  and  in  eternity. 

2. 

Ev  ry  virtue  in  him  was  infinite,  I  see, 
When  he  was  existing  in  eternity, 
Ev'ry  property  in  him  sweetly  did  shine ; 
Who  can  but  adore  a  God  so  divine ! 

3. 

From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  soles  of  feet/ 
In  form  of  a  man  so  sweet  and  complete, 
The  sun  in  his  strength  he  far  did  outshine ; 
Oh!  let  us  all  join  for  to  praise  him  in  time, 
4. 

His  immortal  soul  was  his  nature  divine, 
In  quantity  like  to  a  mustard  grain ; 
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Its  quality  is  so  infinite,  I  see, 

Like  a  fountain  it  flow'd  from  eternity. 

5. 

His  bright  burning  glory  it  did  him  surround, 
In  his  presence  no  creature  there  was  to  be  found, 
A  kingdom  of  pleasure  he  is  all  within, 
Which  did  arise  in  him  from  his  eternal  spring. 
6. 

Oh !  this  is  my  God  that  by  faith  I  can  see, 
And  thus  he  existed  in  eternity ; 
Tho'  titles  he  had  three,  persons  had  but  one, 
In  which  blessed  person  all  myst'ry  is  done. 

William  Curtoyse. 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-SIXTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  *  Who  has  e'er  been  at  Baldock.') 
Whene'er  my  faith  it  soars  above, 
It  instantly  thinks  of  God's  love, 
How  he  did  die  upon  a  cross, 
To  save  his  seed  in  Adam  lost. 
How  he,  &c. 

2. 

His  glorious  head  he  did  recline, 
His  heavenly  breath  he  did  resign, 
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His  precious  blood  the  ground  bespread, 
And  then  the  whole  Godhead  was  dead. 
His  precious,  &c. 
3. 

My  soul  it  doth  rejoice  to  think, 
That  it  his  precious  blood  can  drink  ; 
His  body  too  1  eat  likewise ; 
Oh !  how  glorious  is  the  prize. 
His  body,  &c. 

4. 

Oh !  still  my  soul  it  doth  rejoice, 
To  know  it  was  God's  holy  voice, 
Upon  the  cross,  aloud  did  cry, 
In  bitter  pangs  of  death,  1  Eli !' 
Upon  a,  &c. 

5. 

But,  how  these  truths  should  I  have  known, 
Had  not  the  Almighty,  from  his  throne, 
Sent  two  prophets  for  to  tell, 
That  he  redeem' d  my  soul  from  hell. 
Sent  two,  &c. 

6. 

These  great  prophets  1  receive, 

For  they  have  brought  the  grand  reprieve : 
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From  death  to  life  we  are  set  free, 
And  we  shall  live  eternally. 
From  death,  &c. 
7. 

Then,  loving  friends,  let  us  all  sing 
Our  songs  of  praise  to  Christ  our  king, 
The  king  of  kings  and  lord  of  lords, 
Who  hath  shewn  to  us  the  three  records. 
The  king,  &e. 

Richard  Wynne,  1757. 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

Though  I  a  captive  slave  have  been 

In  Babylon's  city  great, 
Where  many  a  tower  high  is  rais'd, 

Poor  souls  to  captivate  ; 
Where  many  silver  merchants  dwell, 

Who  make  an  hideous  noise ; 
They  are  like  their  gilded  organ  pipes, 

They  know  not  whom  they  praise. 
2. 

Or,  like  the  barren  heath  that  grows 
On  a  burning  sandy  soil, 
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That  never  any  fruit  doth  bare, 

To  suffice  an  hungry  soul ; 
What  mortal  man  could  think  to  find 

On  a  burning  sandy  soil, 
Any  thing  that  would  any  comfort  bring, 

To  heal  a  wounded  soul. 

3. 

Long  on  this  barren  plain  I've  been, 

And  there  must  have  remain'd, 
Had  I  not  known  two  golden  pipes 

From  a  true  fountain  came, 
Which  did  convey  the  golden  oil 

Into  my  wounded  soul; 
A  sovereign  balm  it  is  I'm  sure, 

Unto  a  wounded  soul. 

James  Cullam. 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-EIGHTH 
SONG. 

Oh!  how  happy  are  we  whose  thirst  is  quencli'd 
In  our  Redeemer's  blood,  which  hath  prevented 
The  sting  of  death,  which  would  have  kept  us 
under; 

But  through  Christ's  precious  blood,  the  bond's 
asunder; 
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Therefore  all  praises  be  to  him  ascrib'd, 
That  so  hath  set  us  free  and  us  reviv'd, 
For  the  yokes  of  our  necks  that  made  us  weary. 
And  our  dim  eyes  are  wash'd,  now  we  see  clearly. 
For  the,  &c. 

2. 

'Tis  not  the  strength  of  sin  that  e'er  shall  storm 
us, 

Since  we  have  faith  and  truth  that  will  inform  us ; 
Which  truth  declar  d  is  by  the  true  prophets 
Of  our  almighty  God,  whose  divine  office 
We  give  all  reverence  to,  as  is  our  duty, 
Embracing  charity,  which  is  faith's  beauty, 
Which  effects  brings  us  to  sweet  contemplation, 
Opening  the  springs  of  faith  with  elevation. 
Which  effects,  &c. 

3. 

Ani  now,  my  brethren  dear,  let's  love  sincerely, 
Since  we  are  all  one  flock,  and  bought  so  dearly, 
Valiantly  standing  up  all  for  the  honor 
Of  our  eternal  God,  under  whose  banner 
We  bravely  will  man  tain  truth  in  its  centre, 
Knowing  by  faith  that  we  ere  long  shall  enter 
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Into  a  place  of  bliss  with  joys  surrounded, 
Leaving  our  foes  behind  to  be  confounded. 
Into  a,  &c. 

John  Nichols,  Sen, 

HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTY-NINTH 
SONG. 

When  I  saw  my  great  Creator, 

Oh  !  what  joy  my  soul  did  see ; 
Could  I  but  shake  off  human  nature, 
I'd  rly  into  eternity. 

2. 

There  no  envy  e'er  can  reach  me, 

There  curst  reason  ne'er  can  roar , 
All  in  obedience,  faith  doth  teach  me, 
When  our  God  we  do  adore. 
3. 

There's  that  crystal  glorious  fountain, 

Darting  forth  his  streams  of  love, 
When  on  the  wings  of  faith  we're  mounting 
In  his  bless'd  abode  above. 
4. 

How  the  sun  when  in  his  splendour, 
Does  the  soul  of  man  delight; 
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But  when  the  grave  doth  us  surrender. 
How  far  surprizing  is  the  sight ! 
5. 

All  amaz'd  and  struck  with  wonder, 
Praises  to  our  God  we'll  sing, 

In  a  shrill  voice,  more  loud  than  thunder, 
Hosanna  to  our  glorious  king. 
6. 

Then  we'll  gaze  upon  our  treasure, 
Which  our  souls  did  long  to  see ; 

Faith  in  our  souls  will  flow  in  measure, 
With  Godlike  joys  eternally. 
7. 

Then  our  souls  free  from  desire, 
Will  burn  in  praise  to  God  alove ; 

Faith  in  our  souls  will  be  that  fire, 
Returning  praise  in  love  for  love. 
8. 

Then  our  candle  will  be  lighted, 

And  will  burn  eternally ; 
When  the  curst  devils  are  benighted, 

And  the  light  will  never  see. 
9. 

Now  the  state  of  two  conditions, 
In  my  soul  I  clearly  see ; 
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"Faith  will  be  blest  with  full  fruition, 
Reason  damn'd  eternally. 
10. 

Now  we  see  by  this  commission, 
Who  came  up  grom  Bozrah  red, 

That  it  was  God  in  man's  condition, 
When  for  his  lost  elect  he  bled. 
11. 

This  is  call'd  the  hidden  manna, 

Which  God  gives  to  his  saints  to  eat, 

When  in  their  souls  they  cry,  hosanna, 
And  bow  down  at  his  royal  feet. 
12. 

How  the  Son  of  glory  shineth, 

In  a  soul  once  sanctified, 
When  that  his  faith  to  him  defineth, 

That  God  in  flesh  here  for  him  died. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTIETH  SONG. 
Proud  reason  does  pretend  for  to  interpret  the 
letter, 

But  all  the  doctrine  they  do  teach  is  like  the 
troubled  water; 
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False  guides  they  be,  I  plainly  see,  that  wander 
to  and  fro, 

Then  how  shall  they  the  truth  declare,  when  it 
they  do  not  know. 

2. 

The  mysteries  that  do  belong  unto  a  God  divine, 
But  as  so  many  herdsmen  that  a  feeding  are  of 
swine ; 

Just  so  they  be  when  they  expound  and  harp 

upon  the  letter : 
This  is  a  just  comparison,  I  cannot  make  a  better 
3. 

All  you  that  do  profess  in  love  this  third  and  last 
commission, 

Which  does  declare,  that  Christ  above,  he  is  the 
only  Lord; 

In  the  belief  of  this  alone,  salvation  does  depend, 
?Tis  promised  to  every  one  that  holds  out  to  the 
end. 

4. 

Blessed  are  those  that  can  behold,  and  see  the 
transmutation 

Of  the  Creator,  who  did  die  for  own  seed's  sal- 
vation ; 
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This  mystery  is  very  great,  and  much  to  be  ad- 
mir'd, 

But  never  could  have  been  declar'd,  except  by 
those  inspired. 

5. 

Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton  are  those  that  have 

declar'd  the  same, 
They  are  true  prophets  of  the  Lord,  prais'd  be 

his  holy  name ; 
What  tho'  extinct  by  death  they  be,  the  promise 

is  made  sure, 
'Twill  stand  to  all  eternity,  when  time  shall  be 

no  more. 

6. 

They  are  the  last  God  e'er  will  send,  while  time  it 

does  endure, 
Their  commission  does  infull  force  stand,  ,  and 

will  till  time's  no  more ; 
For  whilst  there  is  believers  here  below  upon 

this  earth, 

It  will  not  loose  its  virtual  power,  tho'  they're 
extinct  in  death. 

7. 

Now,  my  friends  rejoice  and  sing,  and  praise  the 
glorious  One, 
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For  there  is  nothing  else  to  do,  we  see  the  w< 
is  done ; 

But  to  stand  firm  unto  the  faith,  so  then  we  n 
depend 

For  to  enjoy  eternal  life,  when  time  is  at  an  end 
8. 

For  then  the  Lord,  who  did  create  man  of  tr 

earth  below, 
For  to  fulfil  his  royal  will,  he'll  make  all  thin; 

anew; 

The  saints  to  enjoy  eternal  bliss,  with  all  tl 

elect  likewise, 
But  reason  ne'er  will  have  the  power  above  tr 

earth  to  rise. 

9. 

But  doom'd  in  darkness  here  below  for  ever  f 
to  dwell, 

And  this  that  is  their  heaven  now,  will  be  thei 
only  hell ; 

Whilst  we  enjoy  eternal  bliss,  with  all  the  ele( 
likewise, 

Proud  reason  ne'er  will  have  the  power  abo* 
this  earth  to  rise. 

William  Sedgwick, 
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HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-FIRST  SONG. 
(Tun%  *  Hearts  of  oak.1) 

How  happy  the  soul  that's  possessed  with  true  love, 
The  love  of  pure  faith  which  can  soar  up  above; 
Such  enjoy  a  true  peace  which  doth  grow  and 
increase, 

Though  the  malice  of  reason  would  fain  it 
remove ; 
Such  are  precious  saints, 
Who  need  make  no  complaints, 
For  they  enjoy  a  pleasure, 
To  know  they  have  a  treasure 
For  them  laid  up  in  store,  in  a  kingdom  above. 
Such  are,  &c. 

2. 

Come,  my  dear  faithful  friends,  let  us  nothing 
fear, 

For  we  are  the  elect  whom  our  God  loves  so  dear, 
To  leave  his  throne  on  high,  and  come  down  here 
to  die, 

That  we  may  live  with  him  to  eternity. 
Since  my  soul  this  did  see, 
That  my  God  died  for  me, 

K2  ' 
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Oh !  what  a  pleasure 
I  have  enjoy'd  in  great  measure, 
Now  1  know  I  am  redeem' d  from  death's  cap- 
tivity. 
Since  my,  &c. 

3. 

Oh  !  what  a  happy  state  those  believers  are  in, 
Who  know  they  are  new-born,  and  have  pardon 
of  sin ; 

Whose  experience  doth  prove  their  God  doth  love, 
And  are  sure  they  shall  see  him  in  glory  above; 

Free  from  malice  and  spite, 

They  should  truly  unite 

In  love  to  each  other; 

True  faith  loves  his  brother, 
And  all  reason's  malice  cannot  them  affright. 
Free  from,  &c. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-SECOND 
SONG. 

(Tune,  *  Dearest  Daphne,  turn  thy  eyes.') 

Oh!  what  joys  there  doth  arise 
In  my  soul  above  the  skies ; 
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Oh!  the  raptures  I  possess, 
I  cannot. with  my  tongue  express, 
When  by  faith  I  view  my  God 
Open'd  by  the  third  record, 
By  two  prophets  that  were  sent, 
Glorious  tidings  to  present. 

2. 

First,  they  do  declare  to  be, 
One  God  from  all  eternity ; 
His  form  it  is  a  man  all  o'er, 
His  nature  is  pure  faith,  I  am  sure ; 
The  angel's  nature  likewise  tell, 
It  is  pure  reason  in  them  dwell, 
According  to  his  grand  decree, 
They  in  obedience  are  to  be. 

3. 

The  devils  nature  they  tell  plain, 
At  first  it  did  arise  from  Cain, 
The  father  of  all  mischief,  who 
His  brother  righteous  Abel  slew; 
With  all  the  rest  of  of  his  curst  seed, 
From  earth's  foundation  lay  conceal'd, 
Will  here  on  earth  for  ever  lie 
In  hell  to  all  eternity. 

R  3 
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4. 

To  conquer  death,  our  God  came  down. 
And  did  leave  his  glorious  throne, 
For  to  save  all  Adam's  seed, 
Upon  a  cross  our  God  did  bleed, 
Both  soul  and  body  dead,  1  see, 
When  Christ  he  died  upon  a  tree ; 
Three  days  he  in  this  earth  did  lie, 
Then  rose  again  victoriously. 

By  that  same  power  himself  he  rais'd, 
By  that  same  power  we  shall  arise ; 
In  fullness  then  of  faith  shall  we 
Praise  God  to  all  eternity ; 
If  in  our  souls  such  raptures  flow, 
While  we  are  in  this  world  below, 
How  greater  far  our  joys  will  be, 
When  we  the  face  of  God  do  see. 

Catharine  Peers. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-THIRD  SONG 
(Tune,  <  Queen  of  the  May.') 

See,  see,  our  Creator,  Redeemer,  and  King, 
Came  down  from  his  kingdom,  salvation  to  bring 
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His  bright  burning  glory  with  him  he  brought 
down, 

And  vail'd  in  flesh  his  bright  glorious  crown. 
2. 

When  he  call'd  us  to  life,  he  was  Father  on  high* 
And  when  he  redeem' d  us,  he  for  us  did  die, 
And  in  him  the  Godhead  it  wholly  did  dwell, 
No  part  of  a  God  could  redeem  us  from  hell. 
3. 

When  Christ  he  was  dead,  and  in  silence  did  lie, 
There  lay  the  whole  source  of  great  infinity ; 
He,  when  in  his  glory,  bright  light  did  surround, 
Now  center  d  in  darkness  was  there  to  be  found. 
4. 

But  long  in  that  centre  he  could  not  remain, 
To  fulfil  his  promise  he  rose  up  again  ; 
Or  else  for  redemption  he  need  not  to  die, 
If  he  could  not  live  unto  eternity. 

5. 

Now  the  waters  of  peace  glide  over  my  soul, 

Like  a  ship  in  a  tempest,  my  reason  does  roll ; 

While  my  faith  sits  in  quiet  fruition  to  see, 

When  God  he  will  call  me  to  eternity. 

Boyer  Glover. 
r4 
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HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-FOURTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  <  Swift  on  the  wings  of  faith  let's  fly.') 
When  my  faith  soars  up  on  high, 
I  see  the  great  Eternity, 
And  I  know  when  I  do  die, 
1  shall  have  joy  for  ever. 
And  1,  &c. 

2. 

From  the  fall  of  Adam,  God  decreed, 
That  here  on  earth  should  reign  two  seeds, 
Which  made  God  to  come  down  to  bleed, 
That  we  might  have  joys  for  ever. 
Which  made,  &c. 
3. 

Oh !  the  love  of  God  on  high, 
That  did  here  come  down  to  die, 
For  to  raise  his  seed  on  high, 
To  live  in  joys  for  ever. 
For  to,  &c. 

4. 

When  I  think  of  the  bitter  cup, 
That  my  God  he  did  drink  up ; 
But  on  these  devils  we  shall  sup, 
When  we  are  in  joys  for  ever. 
But  on,  &c. 
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5. 

Oh  !  what  horror  they  did  see, 
When  they  nail'd  Christ  unto  the  tree  ; 
A  type  of  future  misery, 
To  live  in  hell  for  ever. 
A  type,  &c. 

6. 

But  their  power  did  decline, 
For  God  they  could  not  confine, 
For  his  person  was  divine, 
And  now  he  lives  for  ever. 
For  his,  &c. 

7. 

How  should  we  those  truths  have  known, 
If  God  in  his  love  had  not  made  known 
To  two  prophets  of  renown, 
The  joys  we  shall  have  for  ever. 
To  two,  &c. 

8. 

Now  the  time  it  doth  draw  near, 
Great  Jehovah  will  appear 
With  his  host  of  angels  fair, 
To  call  us  home  for  ever. 
With  his,  &c. 

R5 
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9. 

When  his  glorious  voice  we  hear, 
Our  faith  will  quicken  without  fear, 
And  swift  attend  him  in  the  air, 
To  live  in  joys  for  ever. 
And  swift,  &c. 

10. 

Oh !  how  sweet  our  faith  will  rise, 
As  we  move  above  the  skies, 
To  the  fountain  of  all  joys, 
To  praise  his  name  for  ever. 
To  the,  &c. 

Catherine  Peers. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY- FIFTH  SONG 
(Tune/ Old  Oxford/) 

Swift  on  the  wings  of  faith  let's  fly 
To  God  in  eternity, 

Whose  blood  was  shed  when  he  did  die, 
That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
Whose  blood,  &C. 

2. 

When  in  his  bitter  agony, 
God  on  the  cross  for  aid  did  cry* 
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He  by  decree  was  compell'd  to  die, 
That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
He  by,  &c. 

3. 

When  that  the  streams  of  blood  did  flow, 
Oh  !  what  God  did  undergo  ; 
Pains  that  no  mortal  ne'er  can  know, 
That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
Pains  that,  &c. 

4. 

God  died  fully  satisfied, 
6  Now  all  is  finish' d/  he  cried, 
And  bow'd  his  glorious  head  and  died, 
Assured  to  live  for  ever. 
And  bow'd,  &c. 

5. 

Tho'  God  was  a  glorious  fountain  blight. 
When  he  with  flesh  did  here  unite, 
He  was  compell'd  to  pass  thro'  night, 
That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
He  was,  &c. 

6. 

He  that  to  beings  all  gave  breath, 
Senseless  lay  upon  this  earth ; 
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But  rose  again  and  conquer  d  deaths 
That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
But  rose,  &c. 

7. 

When  that  the  blood  from  God  did  flow, 
And  brought  him  down  to  death  so  low, 
Oh !  what  a  power  God  did  show, 
To  rise  and  live  for  ever. 
Oh !  what,  &c. 

8. 

None  such  a  power  e'er  could  show, 
None  but  a  God  when  by  death  slew, 
Could  create  his  life  anew 
When  dead,  and  live  for  ever. 
Could  create,  &c 
9. 

For  in  the  body  that  he  died, 
He  quicken' d,  1  am  satisfied, 
And  heal'd  the  wound  they  had  made  in 
side, 

That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
And  heal'd,  &c, 
10. 

His  body  was  the  altar  pure, 
His  Spirit  was  the  offering  sure, 
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Which  makes  us  here  sit  down  secure, 
Assur'd  to  live  for  .ever. 

Which  makes,  &c. 

11. 

When  in  his  burning  glory  bright, 
God.  comes  and  calls  us  all  from  night ; 
We  shall  be  ravish'd  at  the  sight, 
And  praise  his  name  for  ever. 
W"e  shall,  &c. 

12. 

Come  in  love,  now  let  us  sing, 
To  our  dear  redeeming  king, 
Who  has  shorten  d  grim  death's  sting, 
That  we  might  live  for  ever. 
Who  has,  &c. 

13. 

Oh!  what  a  joy  there  did  appear, 
When  God's  prophets  I  did  hear 
Cry,  f  drink  God's  blood,  your  soul  to  cheer, 
And  you  shall  live  for  ever.' 
Cry,  drink,  &c. 

14. 

Darkness  did  oppress  my  mind, 
When  in  Egypt  I  was  blind ; 


494  songs. 

But  now  to  the  truth  I  am  resigned, 
My  soul  is  blest  for  ever. 
But  now,  &c. 

15. 

When  I  come  to  the  fountain  brink. 
Fain  my  thirsty  soul  would  drink ; 
But  God's  law  made  me  to  think, 
Ere  I  could  live  for  ever. 
But  God's,  &c. 

16. 

When  I  believ'd  the  prophet's  word, 
Soon  it  devour'd  Moses's  rod ; 
And  when  I  drank  the  blood  of  God, 
My  soul  was  blest  for  ever. 
And  when,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-SIXTH  SONG. 

Arise,  'tis  morn,  my  soul,  arise, 
And  with  great  joy  and  great  surprise, 
Think  of  the  works  of  our  great  God, 
Who  in  the  three  commissions  stood. 
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2. 

"First,  as  a  Father  to  create, 
And  all  things  for  his  pleasure  make  ; 
That  to  his  glorious  will  redound, 
Where  saints  for  e'er  his  praise  shall  sound. 
3. 

Next,  as  a  Son,  suffer'd  severe, 
For  lost  elect  he  lov'd  so  dear, 
By  taking  of  that  dreadful  cup, 
For  our  salvation  he  has  drank  up. 
4. 

Next,  as  a  Spirit  pure  divine, 
Sent  forth  those  two  prophets  in  his  due 
time, 

That  they  to  us  the  truth  might  reveal ; 
Now  nothing  from  us  can  be  conceal'd. 
5. 

Then  happy,  ever  happy  are  we> 
Who  do  those  three  commissions  see, 
One  only  God,  with  titles,  three ; 
His  name  we'll  praise  eternally. 

Philip  Lathorf. 
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HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 

While  my  treasures  I'm  surveying, 

In  my  heart  laid  up  in  store, 
Joy  and  pleasure  I  cant  measure, 

When  my  God  I  do  adore; 
I  have  gold  tried  in  the  fire. 

In  a  limbeck — precious  ore! 
Wliich  makes  me  my  God  admire, 

And  his  boundless  love  adore. 
I  have,  &c. 
2. 

In  my  heart  the  joys  that's  flowing, 

Men  nor  angels  ne'er  can  tell, 
My  salvation  always  knowing, 

God  has  me  redeem'd  from  hell; 
See  God  in  bright  burning  glory 

Leaves  the  lofty  heavens  high, 
And  for  x\dam's  seed's  redemption, 

In  a  virgin's  womb  did  lie. 
See  God,  &c. 
3. 

In  a  manger  mean  was  lying 
Heaven's  great  imperial  king ; 
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He  did  differ  from  all  mortals, 
He  was  not  conceiv'd  in  sin  ; 
His  great  angels  did  protect  him, 

When  in  his  minority  ; 
Devils  great  they  did  reject  him, 
Caus'd  his  glorious  soul  to  die. 
His  great,  &c. 
4. 

See  the  blood  that  there  was  flowing 

When  a  soldier  pierc'd  his  side  ; 
By  that  witness  we  are  knowing, 

That  for  us  our  God  he  died  ; 
And  the  water  that  was  flowing, 

When  that  devil  pierc'd  his  side, 
By  that  witness  we  are  knowing, 

That  his  spirit  there  did  die. 
And  the,  &c. 
5. 

These  are  joys  that  far  surpasses 
Reason's  false  deluding  gold, 

And  of  that  J  am  not  wanting; 
Oh!  what  joys  for  to  behold; 

Kings  would  give  their  golden  sceptres 
Earthly  treasures  all  lay  down, 
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If  like  me  they  were  assured 
For  to  wear  a  glorious  crown. 
Kings  would,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-  EIGHTH 
SONG. 

Rouse,  rouse  up,  awake, 
My  senses  and  speak 
Of  the  mysteries  God  has  made  known 
To  all  Adam's  seed, 
That  on  them  they  may  feed, 
Being  sent  from  God's  heavenly  throne, 
By  the  great  prophet  Reeve 
And  Muggleton  too; 
Whom  God  has  been  pleas' d  to  inspire. 
His  will  to  make  known 
To  his  elect  alone ; 
So  his  free  grace  we'll  ever  admire. 
His  will,  &c. 

2. 

How  great  and  how  wise, 

Is  the  God  of  all  joys, 

Who  saw  all  things  naked  and  bare, 

In  root  and  in  fruit, 
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So  without  all  dispute, 
With  his  wisdom  there's  none  can  compare ; 
His  prerogative  royal 
Was  the  glorious  wheel, 
That  mov'd  him  at  first  to  create 
The  angels  above. 
To  admire  his  love, 
And  the  man  in  his  innocent  state. 
The  angels,  &c. 
3. 

Now  the  prophets  of  old, 
With  Isaiah  foretold, 

That  their  God  would  in  time  become  flesh; 
And  now  its  fulfill' d, 
For  his  blood  has  been  spill'd, 
Which  for  ever  my  soul  doth  refresh ; 
Oh !  wonder  of  wonders, 
The  soul  of  God  died, 
Or  else  we  for  ever  must  lie 
Void  of  motion  or  breath, 
In  the  fetters  of  death, 
Like  a  captive  in  captivity. 
Void  of,  &c. 
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4. 

In  vain,  all  in  vain, 

Doth  the  devils  complain, 

For  this  secret  they  never  shall  know, 

How  the  streams  of  God's  blood 

Was  pour'd  forth  like  a  flood, 

To  redeem  his  elect  from  all  woe ; 

Nor  how  that  the  Father 

Became  a  Son, 

This  secret  they  can't  comprehend  ; 
But  in  chains  they  are  bound, 
Never  lost,  never  found ; 
So  their  torments  shall  never  have  end. 
But  in,  &c. 

5. 

They  will  not  believe 

In  the  prophet  John  Reeve, 

And  great  Muggleton's  doctrine  they  scorn; 

Like  wolves  they  would  rend  us, 

Did  the  law  not  defend  us; 

It  had  been  better  they  ne'er  had  been  born; 

When  the  divine  rock  of  all  ages, 

Descends  from  his  throne, 
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Then  the  devils  shall  certainly  know, 
That  our  God  has  decreed, 
That  both  Cain  and  his  seed, 
Shall  for  ever  remain  here  below. 
That  our,  &c. 

6. 

But  those  who  are  true  saints, 
Never  make  such  complaints, 
For  a  pardon  they  have  got  ready  seal'd 
True  balm  they  have  found, 
That  has  curd  all  their  wounds, 
And  for  ever,  for  ever,  they're  heal'd; 
No  power  on  such, 
Can  the  second  death  have, 
For  faith's  of  the  nature  divine, 
Which  will  pierce  through  the  skies, 
Into  ravishing  joys, 
Where  we  ever  in  glory  shall  shine. 
Which  will,  &c. 

7. 

I  wish  the  elect, 

Whom  my  God  doth  protect, 

Were  from  all  false  worship  set  free ; 

Who  in  thraldom  are  bound, 
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For  the  lack  of  truth's  sound, 
Being  kept  still  in  captivity ; 
Oh !  there  is  good  ground, 
If  the  truth  was  but  known, 
No  doubt  of  a  glorious  increase 
Of  heavenly  joys 
In  their  hearts  would  arise, 
Which  never — no,  never  would  cease. 
Of  heavenly,  &c. 
8. 

Like  the  troubled  seas, 
They  are  never  at  ease, 
Who  in  false  worship  are  tumbled  and  tost 
With  care  and  with  strife, 
Seeking  eternal  life, 
But  in  fruitless  forms  they  are  lost, 
Until  the  true  shepherd's  voice 
Sounds  in  their  ears ; 
Then  faith  which  before  lay  as  dead. 
Rises  up  out  of  bond, 
And  doth  reason  command, 
Which  before  in  their  souls  rul'd  as  head. 
Rises  up,  &c. 
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9. 

Now  to  all  the  elect, 
Whom  my  soul  doth  respect, 
Who  were  lost,  but  by  faith  have  been  found, 
Who  patiently  wait 
For  the  change  of  their  state, 
Not  doubting  at  last  to  be  crown'd : 
Oh  !  God  then  come  quickly, 
And  finish  our  faith, 
That  thy  glorious  face  we  may  see, 
Who  was  dead  and  alive, 
And  doth  ever  survive, 
Yea,  unto  all  eternity. 
Who  was,  &c. 

Robert  Pickard. 

HUUNDRED  AND  EIGHTY-NINTH 
SONG. 
When  God  he  descended, 
Redemption  intended, 
His  glory  surpassing, 
The  sun  did  outshine ; 
Oh !  what  can  be  greater 
Than  for  the  Creator, 
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To  clothe  with  pure  nature 
His  Godhead  divine  ? 
Oh !  what,  &c. 
2. 

It  makes  men  to  wonder, 
When  God  was  brought  under, 
Death  conquer'd  the  soul 
Of  the  eternal  God ; 
But  what  was  still  greater, 
Our  God,  the  Creator, 
He  died  and  he  liv'd 
By  his  almighty  word. 
But  what,  &c. 

3. 

The  body  dissolved, 

When  he  was  resolved, 

To  clothe  with  pure  nature 

His  Godhead  divine ; 

And  there  did  inherit 

The  infinite  spirit, 

Which  makes  him  pure  creature, 

Or  God-man  divine. 

And  there,  &c. 
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4. 

When  they  had  him  killed, 
Then  all  was  fulfilled 
Which  had  been  foretold 
Of  the  death  of  our  God ; 
And  when  he  ascended, 
Redemption  then  ended, 
And  glories  surrounded 
This  crucified  God. 

And  when,  &c. 
5. 

Arriv'd  at  fruition, 
There  was  no  addition 
Could  ever  be  made 
To  his  Godhead  divine ; 
The  spirit  inherent 
Did  shine  so  transparent, 
It  made  human  nature 
All  glorious  divine. 

The  spirit,  &c. 
(3. 

And  that  which  is  whiter 
Than  snow,  and  shone  brighter. 
Did  shine  from  his 
Infinite  spirit  divine ; 
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This  none  put  upon  hirn, 
For  that  which  shone  from  him, 
The  sun  in  his  splendour 
By  far  did  outshine, 

This  none,  &c. 
7. 

The  angels  adore  him, 
Elias  before  him, 
His  power  and  glory- 
Did  freely  resign ; 
Thus  God  the  Creator 
Does  surpass  his  creature* 
With  immortal  crowns 
Of  bright  glories  divine. 
Thus  God,  &c. 

Boxer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETIETH  SONG. 

(Tune,  c  Bjiug  Swain.') 

When  shall  I  see  that  happy  hour, 
When  death  shall  set  me  free. 

And  I  releas'd  from  these  complaints, 
Whilst  here  are  plagues  to  me  ? 
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2. 

When  shall  I  see  that  glorious  day, 
That  long  and  wish'd-for  hour, 

When  I  shall  see  thy  glorious  face 
Descend  in  thy  great  power  ? 
3. 

Then  shall  my  ravish' d  soul  in  joy, 

Spring  from  his  dusty  bed, 
Rejoicing  at  that  glorious  sound, 

'  Arise !  come  forth,  ye  dead !' 
4. 

I,  in  the  air,  amongst  the  saints^ 
Shall  meet  with  Christ,  my  king, 

Where  angels  and  archangels  both^ 
Thy  conquering  trophies  sing. 
5. 

Then  come,  dear  Lord,  this  work  fulfil, 

And  let  thy  kingdom  come ; 
Thus  I  resign,  and  wrought  thy  will, 

Till  thou  shall  call  me  home. 
6\ 

No  more,  bold  tyrant,  dare  to  boast 

With  pains  to  torture  me ; 

Thy  power,  beyond  the  grave,  is  lost  ; 

No  more  thy  prisoner  be. 

Mrs.  Thomas, 
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HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-FIRST  SONG. 

(Tune,  'Black  ey'd  Susan.') 

What  dreadful  horror  I  did  see, 
When  that  God's  laws  condemned  me; 
No  hiding  place  I  then  could  find, 
Which  then  could  ease  my  troubled  mind : 
For  in  my  blood  I  loud  did  cry, 
To  have  some  comfort  from  on  high, 
For  in  that  state  I  fear'd  to  die. 

2. 

Oh !  what  a  dreadful  sight  I  see, 
Nothing  but  death  eternally  ; 
Egypt's  chains  so  fast  me  bound, 
There  was  no  balsam  for  my  wound, 
Till  God's  true  prophets  said  to  me, 
Although  a  sinner,  great  you  be, 
Wash  in  God's  blood,  and  you'll  be  free. 
3. 

This  thing  I  often  strove  to  do, 
Ere  I  my  punishment  went  through, 
The  law  then  in  my  soul  did  cry, 
*  You  justly  do  deserve  to  die  ;' 
But  when  my  faith  soar'd  up  on  high., 
And  saw  God  in  eternity, 
This  my  lost  soul  did  satisfy. 
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4. 

The  tree  of  life  1  saw  there  stand, 
And  touch'd  it  with  my  purest  hand, 
The  hand  of  faith,  by  which  I  see 
My  glorious  God  did  die  for  me ; 
When  in  the  wine-press  he  was  red 
With  blood,  to  break  the  serpent's  head, 
I  know  my  God  for  me  there  bled. 
5. 

This  is  a  glorious  sight  indeed, 
Unto  all  Adam's  faithful  seed, 
Who  from  false  worship  are  set  free, 
And  know  they'll  live  eternally, 
They  have  the  flesh  of  God  to  eat, 
His  blood  to  drink,  that  is  so  sweet, 
In  love  each  other  now  let's  greet. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-SECOND 
SONG. 
(Tune,  « The  Miller:) 

Since  I  am  enlighten' d  once  more, 
And  can  see  my  dear  Saviour  and  king,  * 
His  free  grace  I'll  ever  adore, 
To  him  I  will  evermore  sing, 
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Tho'  by  reason  I've  captive  been  led, 
And  by  sin  have  in  darkness  been  bound ; 
By  faith  now  t  see  the  true  bread, 
And  those  joys  which  I've  heretofore  found. 
2. 

No  darkness  there  is  upon  earth, 
Can  compare  with  the  darkness  of  mind; 
But  he  that  is  blind  from  his  birth, 
Cannot  know  what  the  seeing  do  find ; 
This,  this  is  the  state  of  the  world, 
Thus  reason  is  lock'd  up  in  sin, 
With  pleasure  asleep  fast  are  lull'd, 
Knows  not  the  condition  they're  in. 
3. 

What  horrors,  what  fear,  and  what  dread, 
Was  I  under  while  servant  to  sin ; 
Like  reason  both  senseless  and  dead, 
Forgot  almost  what  I  had  been ; 
For  guilt  reign'd  sole  lord  of  my  soul, 
And  darkness  spread  over  my  mind, 
No  light  could  I  see,  for  the  whole 
Of  faith  which  I  had,  was  confin'd. 
4. 

My  sin  i  continually  saw, 

Which  augmented  my  pumshmcL;  aiore, 
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My  mind  with  the  breach  of  the  law 
Tormented  was  greviously  sore ; 
Thus  lifeless,  bereav'd  of  all  joy, 
I  mourning  went  day  after  day, 
Till  faith  did  my  fears  all  destroy, 
And  wip'd  all  my  sorrows  away. 

5. 

Now  my  dear  God  I  can  see, 
Who  was  nail'd  to  a  cross  for  my  sin, 
All  Adam's  lost  seed  to  set  free, 
Who  have  faith  to  believe  it  was  him  : 
From  his  precious  blood  that  was  shed, 
A  remedy  sure  I  have  found ; 
His  death  raises  me  from  the  dead, 
And  his  sufferings  cures  all  my  wounds. 
0. 

He  that  believes  that  the  flesh 
Of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  that  did  die, 
Was  verily  very  God's  flesh, 
Shall  reign  with  him  eternally  ; 
And  he  that  believes  that  the  blood 
That  Christ  pour  d  forth  from  the  cross, 
Was  verily  very  God's  blood, 
That  soul  it  can  never  be  lost. 
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7. 

On  his  flesh  by  true  faith  if  you  feed, 

Your  hungry  souls  'twill  suffice ; 

One  draught  of  his  blood  will  indeed. 

Occasion  new  springs  to  arise 

In  your  souls,  that  you'll  never  thirst  more; 

For  then  your  salvation  you'll  see, 

His  free  grace  with  me  you'll  adore, 

In  time  and  in  eternity. 

James  Miller. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-THIRD  SONG 
Welcome  day  of  great  joyful  news, 

Come,  saints,  with  voices  raise, 
For  this,  while  here,  we'll  ever  choose 
An  annual  jubilee  of  praise. 
2. 

In  anthems  then  divine  begin, 

Eternal  love  let  us  proclaim, 
To  Christ  our  God  alone  we'll  sing, 

And  magnify  his  holy  name. 
3. 

What  mortals  here  below  can  tell 
The  sweet  enjoyments  we  po  -se^-; 
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That  happy  soul  that  knows  full  well, 
Raptur'd  in  bliss  cannot  express. 
4. 

If  faith  the  only  earnest  here 

Of  those  eternal  joys  above, 
Does  so  exceedingly  appear, 

What  then  must  be  eternal  love  ? 
5. 

Come,  poor  despis'd  brethren  all, 
Who  do  among  proud  reason  dwell ; 

Take  care  to  live,  but  not  enthral, 
For  riches  only  lead  to  hell. 
6. 

He  who  enjoys  the  most  below, 
Is  as  a  steward  put  in  trust ; 

Who  always  mercy  ought  to  show, 
Lest  he  should  find  his  Maker  just. 
7. 

But  so  bewitching  is  the  dross, 

Those  who  possess  it  shall  want  more 

And  tho'  in  faith,  can't  bear  the  loss 
Of  what  their  reason  so  adore. 
8. 

From  those  incumbrances  free, 

Our  souls  can  with  our  God  converse ; 

S 
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And  tho'  press'd  with  necessity, 
His  love  and  mercy  still  rehearse. 
9. 

Why  should  we  then  for  riches  crave, 
Since  we  do  all  of  faith  receive, 

Sufficient,  'tis  enough  to  have, 
Unless  poor  brethren  to  relieve. 
10. 

How  surprising  His  to  see 

Some,  tho'  possessing  riches  store, 

Strangers  almost  to  charity, 

No  bowels  have  to  those  that's  poor. 
11. 

What,  can  they  carry  them  away, 
Or  with  them  bribe  impartial  death  ? 

Why  then,  I  have  no  more  to  say, 
If  riches  will  reclaim  their  breath, 
12. 

Bat  the  pale  victor  soon  will  come, 
And  rob  them  of  their  earthly  joys  ; 

Confine  them  in  a  stinking  tomb, 
For  all  their  transitory  joys. 
13, 

What  difference  then  pray  will  be  seen, 
When  we  are  all  level  I'd  in  the  grou  nd 


SONGS.  515 

Betwixt  the  beggar  and  the  king, 
Or  mighty  heroes  of  renown? 
14. 

True  heirs  then  of  immortal  crowns, 
Who  can  your  own  salvation  see, 

Contemn  the  dust  and  this  world's  frowns, 
Since  sure  of  immortality. 
15. 

?Tis  you  alone  can  soar  above, 

And  by  faith  view  eternity, 
Know  the  immortal  God  of  love, 

Centered  in  immortality. 

16. 

Oh !  that  more  love  was  more  shown 
By  those  who  know  a  second  birth; 

By  this  (Brod's  belov'd  are  known, 
That  they  each  other  love  on  earth. 
17. 

And  how  can  we  our  love  declare, 
But  when  a  brother's  in  distress, 

Rejoice,  we  have  enough  to  spare, 
His  indigency  to  redress. 
18. 

What's  the  commission  grown  deprav'd  ? 

No,  God  forbid  that  cannot  be  ; 

s2 
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But  some  who  own  it  are  enslaved 
With  reason  s  damnd  depravity. 
19. 

Come,  poor  believers,  don't  repine, 
Heaven's  our  own,  then  be  content; 

Where  we  shall  glorious  saints  all  shine^ 
Enrich' d  with  treasures  permament. 
20. 

Now,  to  the  king  of  kings  on  high, 
Round  whom  ten  thousand  do  adore, 

Christ,  God  alone,  eternally, 
Be  glory  now  and  evermore. 

James  Miller, 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-FOURTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  'To  arms,  to  arms,  my  jolly  granidiers.') 
To  praise,  to  praise  the  glorious  King  of  heaven,. 
Help  me,  dear  saints,  in  raptures  join  ; 
That  unto  us  such  knowledge  is  given, 
In  this  third  and.  last  record  which  is  so  divine, 
His  mind  in  the  scriptures  is  fully  made  known, 
By  his  blessed  prophets,  great  Reeve  and  Mug* 
-  gleton. 
His  mind,  &c. 
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2. 

Behold  our  God,  a  spotless  infant  here, 

Gome  to  fulfil  his  own  decree, 

For  his  own  seed  whom  he  lov'd  so  dear, 

That  by  his  blood  he  might  set  them  free; 

Oh  !  boundless  love  it  was  indeed,  God  did  come 

down  to  die, 
He  left  his  glorious  kingdom  above  the  starry 

sky. 

Oh  t  boundless,  &c. 

a 

Among  curst  devils  dwelt  the  Lord  of  life? 

While  he  walk'd  his  journey  here, 

With  him  continually  they  were  at  strife, 

But  he  never  did  them  spare ; 

Those  that  would  not  believe  in  him,  they 

in  their  sins  must  die, 
But  those  that  have  no  other  God,  are  blest 

eternally. 
Those  that,  &c. 

4. 

Behold  him  stretch' d  upon  a  cross, 

NaiFd  unto  that  cursed  tree, 

His  precious  life  soon  he  lost, 

pCwas  then  my  God  he  ransom' d  me; 

s  3 
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His  flesh  [I  daily  feed  upon,  his  blood  I  drink 
likewise, 

Those  that  eat  and  drink  as  T,  can  sound  forth 
his  praise. 
His  flesh,  &c. 

5. 

Our  blessed  prophets  they  have  declar'd, 
And  by  their  commission  have  fully  made  known, 
The  Father  and  Son  inseparable  were, 
Before,  as  well  as  after  he  left  his  throne ; 
'  He  is  in  me,  and  I  in  him,'  our  glorious  God 
did  say; 

Oh!  who  can  hear  those  blessed  truths,  and  not 
them  obey ! 
He  is,  &c. 

6. 

No  other  God  the  Muggletonians  own, 
No  other  majesty  adore, 
Our  praise  we'll  sing  to  Jesus  Christ  alone, 
And  so  we  will  continue  till  time  is  no  more, 
For  we  are  all  well  satisfied  by  him  the  work 
was  done^ 

And  we  know  how  to  honor  the  Father  in  the 
Son. 
For  we,  &c. 

Avies  Sarah  Toone, 
^Afterwards  Mrs.  Wall  is .) 
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HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-FIFTH  SONG. 

Welcome,  are  those  happy  days, 

To  all  true  saints  who  do  believe; 

For  our  prayers  are  tura'd  to  praise, 
By  this  great  mission  of  J ohn  Reeve ; 
Here  we  find  that  only  good, 
And  feed  by  faith  on  spiritual  food. 

Sacred  are  the  truths  we  know, 

The  Lord's  last  prophets  have  made  known 

Unto  mortals  here  below, 

Who  are  of  the  royal  seed  alone ; 

Earnest  of  eternal  bliss, 

The  sons  of  faith  can  never  miss. 

4. 

Come,  my  friends,  and  let's  rejoice, 
To  celebrate  this  jubilee, 
Unto  Christ,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Our  only  God  whom  now  we  see 
In  this  third  and  last  record, 
Blest  tidings  from  our  heavenly  Lord. 
4. 

Reason  here  may  vainly  boast, 
And  pride  them  in  their  headless  thing: 

S4 
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While  they  scorn  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
Heaven's  great  imperial  king, 
Ever  banish' d  from  his  face, 
In  lasting  pain — oh !  dire  disgrace. 

5. 

We  shall  then  in  glory  shine, 
Immortal  crowns  our  heads  adorn, 
Adoiing  him  that's  so  divine ; 
In  that  thrice  happy  glorious  morn, 
Eternal  anthems  shall  resound, 
Where  endless  pleasures  will  abound. 

William  Miller. 

HUNNRED  AND  NINETY-SIXTH  SONG 
Too  mean's  this  world  with  all  its  splendour. 

Pomps  and  false  alluring  toys, 
To  make  my  soul  to  look  behind  her, 

x\nd  to  lose  eternal  joys ; 
Tho'  we  in  Sodom  for  a  season, 

In  our  pilgrimage  remain, 
No  gilded  baits  of  leprous  reason, 

Shall  our  cleansed  garments  stain. 
Tho'  we,  &c. 
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2. 

But,  strait  our  leaders  we  will  follow 

To  the  mansions  of  the  just, 
And  leave  the  Sodomites  to  wallow 

In  the  mire  of  brutish  lust ; 
The  beauty  of  all  gaudy  glory 

Is  but  like  a  fleeting  shade, 
All  their  grandeur  s  transitory, 

And  in  an  instant  falling  fades. 
The  beauty,  &c. 
3. 

Kings  crowns  and  sceptres  are  but  baubles, 

Vain  is  all  supremacy, 
Gay  flattering  titles  are  but  fables 

To  please  the  children  when  they  cry ; 
Their  pompous  state  and  proud  attendance, 

And  their  idolized  gold, 
On  which  they  place  their  chief  dependance, 

And  that  doth  their  lust  uphold. 
Their  pompous,  &c. 
4. 

Like  smoke  shall  vanish  in  a  moment, 
And  their  enjoyments  all  expire, 

And  leave  them  in  eternal  torments, 
When  this  world's  destroy'd  by  fire  ; 
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Their  sumptuous  glittering  habitations, 

And  their  temples  so  adorn'd, 
Shall  be  reduc'd  to  desolation, 
And  for  ever  be  forlorn. 

Their  sumptuous,  &c. 
5. 

Their  well  tun'd  instruments  and  voices, 

That  did  their  souls  so  sweetly  charm, 
Shall  cease  with  all  their  sounding  noises, 

Stunn'd  by  dreadful  death's  alarm  ; 
No  more  shall  pleasures  then  delight  them, 

Nor  their  wealth,  nor  friends  avail, 
But  tortures  and  terrors  will  affright  them, 

And  conscience  make  them  weep  and  wail. 
No  more,  &c. 

6. 

Their  non-commissionated  preachers, 

That  did  them  long  with  fancies  feed, 
Will  then,  too  late,  be  found  false  teachers, 

And  their  doctrine's  a  broken  reed ; 
The  two  first  records  they  depend  on, 

And  whereby  they  get  great  gain, 
Shall  not  one  drop  of  comfort  lend  them, 

To  assuage  their  burning  pain. 
The  two,  &c. 
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7. 

But  shall  increase  their  condemnation 

And  multiply  their  misery ; 
This  last  most  glorious  dispensation, 

In  judgment  shall  against  them  arise, 
Since  this  third  record  they've  rejected, 

And  God's  message  vilified, 
His  representatives  have  afflicted, 

They  Christ  afresh  have  crucified. 
Since  this,  &c. 
8. 

Salvation  they  have  banish'd  from  them, 

And  God's  messengers  have  slain, 
And  brought  their  fathers'  guilt  upon  them, 

Damnation  only  now  remains ; 
Their  curst  contempt  shall  make  their  anguish 

Beyond  all  measure  to  increase ; 
Nor  can  their  gods  their  flame  extinguish, 

Nor  give  to  them  one  moment's  ease. 
Their  curst,  &c. 
9. 

But  like  to  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 
Their  smoke  shall  evermore  ascend, 

Nor  will  the  flames  of  wreaking  sorrow 
Ever  cease,  world  without  end  : 
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Then  flee,  my  soul,  flee  from  the  ruin. 
Haste  with  blessed  Lot  to  Zoar, 

For  there's  true  pleasure  still  renewing, 
That  will  last  for  evermore. 
Then  flee,  &c. 

Elizabeth  Hen-x. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-SEVENTH 
SONG. 
(Tune,  c  Dearest  Daphne.^) 
\Yhen  into  silent  sleep  from  all 
Distracting  thoughts  my  soul  did  fall, 
Reason  in  chains  of  darkness  lay, 
And  faith  dispel' d  the  fogs  away ; 
God  did  by  holy  prophets  speak, 
And  did  my  slumbering  soul  awake ; 
Faith  then  arose  whilst  reason  slept, 
Thus  one  was  taken,  the  other  left. 
2. 

Said  he,  4  arise,  draw  near,  I'll  show 
The  secret  ne'er  reveal'd  till  now, 
The  time  is  come,  so  long  foretold 
To  finish  prophecy  of  old; 
All  types  and  shadows  are  fled  and  gone, 
The  substance  now  remains  alone, 
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All  mysteries  unveil'd  lie, 
To  faith's  all  penetrating  eye. 

3. 

Mount,  mount,  draw  near,  behold  and  see 
The  beauty  of  eternity ; 
Those  words  like  flames  of  heavenly  fire, 
In  raptures  made  my  soul  expire ; 
Swift  like  Elijah's  horses  they 
Did  in  faith's  chariot  me  convey, 
From  Sinai  to  Mount  Zion,  where 
The  antitype  did  soon  appear. 

4. 

His  thundering  voice  that  rent  the  sky, 
Makes  the  clouds  before  him  fly ; 
When  rending  vengeance  from  above, 
Is  changd  from  anger  into  love; 
The  dispensation  that  did  make 
The  heavens  and  the  earth  to  quake, 
And  law  that  did  our  souls  affright, 
Is  vanish'd  in  eternal  night. 

5. 

Sin  now  has  all  his  power  lost, 
And  death  and  hell  no  more  shall  boast 
For  since  to  Zion  we  are  come, 
Sinai  and  all  her  shades  are  gone ; 
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To  Eden's  paradise  once  more, 
Our  lapsed  souls  God  does  restore) 
When  we  and  all  our  posterity, 
Shall  rest  unto  eternity. 

6. 

The  curse  no  longer  shall  remain, 
But  Eden  now  is  blest  again ; 
We  thro'  the  guards  may  freely  go, 
Since  God's  broad  seal  we  have  to  show ; 
By  his  soul's  death  our  souls  to  save, 
He  has  conquer' d  death,  hell  and  the  grave, 
And  like  the  pelican  for  food, 
To  his  elect  he  gave  his  blood. 

7. 

Curst  death  would  our  souls  devour, 
Being  depriv'd  of  all  its  power, 
We  have  free  access  unto  the  tree 
Of  life  and  immortality  ; 
'Tis  Jehovah  did  ordain, 
Our  hungry  spirits  to  sustain ; 
He  is  the  fountain,  and  his  beams 
Of  revelation  are  his  streams. 

8. 

That  still  our  thirsty  souls  supply, 
When  nothing  else  can  satisfy  • 
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He  is  the  tree  that  makes  us  wise, 
Causing  the  springs  of  faith  to  rise, 
Which  mounteth  God's  elect  on  high, 
When  reprobates  overwhelm' d  lie 
Under  imagination's  flood, 
Whose  notions  only  wise  their  food. 
9. 

JTis  he  alone  our  souls  can  save 
From  hell's  tempestuous  tossing  wave ; 
For  in  his  ark  salvation's  found, 
When  fallen  angels  shall  be  drown'd; 
Oh!  then  to  him  with  speed  let's  go, 
For  a  deluge  does  the  world  overflow. 

Elizabeth  Henn. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-EIGHTH 
SONG. 
(Tune/  The  Billows.') 

'Tis  by  the  third  commission 
God  gave  forth  from  on  high, 

We  here  receive  remission 
Of  sin  before  we  die, 

By  the  blood  of  our  Saviour, 
Who  died  upon  a  tree ; 
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This  is  a  matchless  favor 
For  mortals  here  to  see. 
This  is,  &c. 
2. 

How  the  angel  saluted 

A  spotless  virgin  fair, 
Her  soul  then  unpolluted, 

To  bring  forth  heaven's  heir ; 
Her  soul  free  from  desire, 

Her  virgin  seed  she  shed 
To  clothe  eternal  fire, 

Or  very  God's  G  odhead. 
To  clothe,  &c. 
3. 

All  glory  that  surrounded 

Eternal  God  on  high, 
Within  her  womb  was  bounded, 

When  God  he  there  did  die ; 
The  body  with  her  nature 

Dissolved  in  seed  to  join, 
But  still  the  great  Creator's 

Pure  spirit  was  divine. 
But  still,  &c. 
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4. 

Tlio'  in  her  womb  she  found  hirn 

Convert  to  flesh  and  bone, 
No  evil  did  surround  him, 

She  had  active  reason  none ; 
Which  made  her  to  admire 

The  wonder  great  indeed, 
How  she  without  desire 

Should  give  forth  mortal  seed. 
How  she,  &c. 
5. 

And  when  nine  months  were  over, 

The  Lord  of  life  she  bore, 
The  son  of  rich  Jehovah, 

By  reason  counted  poor; 
For  in  him  lay  that  jewel, 

Which  we  should  ne'er  have  found, 
Unless  by  devils  cruel, 

In  death  he  had  been  bound. 
Unless  by,  &c. 
6. 

For  he  who  ne'er  offended, 

Was  nail'd  unto  a  tree, 
And  into  death  descended, 

From  sin  to  set  us  free  ; 
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Here  number  d  with  transgressors, 

In  blood  our  God  did  die, 
That  we  might  be  possessors 
Of  bliss  eternally. 

That  we,  &c. 
7. 

And  when  that  we  are  raised, 

Such  raptures  then  will  move ; 
No  saints  in  fallen  nature, 

Can  manifest  such  love, 
Which  will  flow  from  our  Saviour, 

When  we  are  call'd  from  rest, 
And  have  that  happy  favor, 

For  ever  to  be  blest. 
And  have,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

HUNDRED  AND  NINETY-NINTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  'Welcome,  brother  debtor.') 

Welcome,  welcome  mighty  Jesus, 

To  old  time  to  put  an  end, 
And  of  cruel  bondage  ease  us, 

And  the  power  of  reason  rend ; 
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Leave  the  curs' d  leviathan, 

With  his  head  broke  on  the  ground, 

And  in  eternal  desolation, 

Let  new  sorrows  fresh  abound. 
2. 

Welcome,  welcome,  great  deliverer, 

From  eternal  misery; 
When  I  was  in  hell  a  prisoner, 

Thou  the  debt  did  pay  for  me ; 
Come  then,  oh !  demand  the  debtor, 

Since  for  him  thou  didst  suffice ; 
What  could  justice  stern  have  greater, 

Than  the  Godhead  sacrifice  ? 
3. 

Great  havocs  made  by  plague  and  pestilence, 

Sword  and  famine;  thousands  slay, 
Earthquakes  swallow  without  relentance, 

These  presage  that  glorious  day; 
These  aloud  proclaim  thy  coming, 

To  cut  short  the  thread  of  time ; 
Fulfil  the  promise,  end  our  longing 

To  behold  thy  face  divine. 

4. 

By  the  ephod  faith  divineth, 
Some  there  is  discern  the  time, 
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Nor  at  scoffs,  nor  scorn  repineth, 

Sure  to  share  in  joys  divine ; 
While  proud  reason  strives  for  mastery^ 

Faith  with  patience  here  below, 
Sincerely  looking  at  the  mystery, 

Sees  proud  reason's  overthrow. 
5. 

Thou'st  prepar  d  me  for  the  meeting 

Of  thee,  with  thy  angels  bright; 
That  will  be  a  glorious  greeting, 

In  the  great  eternity  ; 
Oh  !  let  the  groans  of  thy  afflicted, 

Centre  in  thy  royal  breast ; 
With  briers  and  thorns  they  pricked  are, 

Longing  for  eternal  rest. 

6. 

A  bright  lanthorn  my  feet  adorneth, 

Death  I'm  not  afraid  to  see, 
While  the  rich  man  howl  and  mourneth, 

I  shall  joyfully  sing  to  thee ; 
My  loins  are  girded,  my  lamp  is  burning, 

Ready  at  thy  call  to  fly ; 
Oh  !  hear  our  cries  and  end  our  mourning, 

With  eternal  liberty. 

John  Peat, 
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TWO  HUNDREDTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  c  Uncreated  essence/*) 

The  uncreated  body  of  Christ  our  God  alone, 
More  sweeter  is  than  roses,  and  softer  far  than 
down, 

In  which  his  Godhead  spirit  eternally  did  shine ; 
Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
In  which,  &c. 

2. 

His  uncompounded  texture  so  infinitely  pure, 
Was  a  substantial  something,  a  form  must  have 
therefore  ; 

Which  form  was  man's  similitude,  where  he  did 
ever  shine ; 

Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
Which  form,  &c. 

3. 

Before  there  was  creation,  when  all  did  hidden 
lie, 

This  was  the  tabernacle  from  all  eternity, 
Wherein  bright  burning  glories  eternally  did 
shine ; 

Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
Wherein  bright,  &c. 
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4. 

His  burning  glorious  majesty,  refulgent  glorious 
grace, 

Ten  thousand  round  adore  hini,  and  fall  before 
his  face, 

For  none  there  is  in  glory  can  equal  with  him 
shine ; 

Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
For  none,  &c. 

5. 

He's  purer  far  than  gold,  tho'  e'er  so  much  re- 
fin'd, 

Swifter  than  thought  in  motion,  and  always  un- 
confin'd, 

And  does  the  sun  in  strength  exceedingly  out- 
shine ; 

Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
And  does,  &c. 

6. 

So  infinitely  glorious  his  person  now  appears, 
And  such  transcendant  brightness  as  a  Redeemer 
wears, 

In  spiritual  flaming  glory  enthron!d  above  does 
shine ; 

Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
In  spiritual,  &c. 
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7. 

In  that  celestial  kingdom  where  he  does  now 
reside, 

Words  are  too  weak  to  mention  the  joys  that 
there  abide, 

Which  we  shall  have  beholding  him,  when  we 

shall  with  him  shine  ; 
Look,  love,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
Which  we,  &c. 

8. 

Then,  since  such  joys  as  these  are  for  us  laid  up 
in  store, 

And  mansions  he's  prepar'd  to  be  with  him  ever- 
more ; 

What  can  we  do  while  here,  but  all  together  join, 
To  praise,  adore,  admire  a  God  that's  so  divine. 
What  can,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  FIRST  SONG. 

Wthen  my  soul  it  doth  ponder, 
On  that  great  mystery 
Of  my  God's  incarnation, 
Into  which  angels  would  pry, 
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How  his  Godhead  glory- 
Was  veil'd  in  the  Son? 
That  the  work  of  redemption 
For  us  might  be  done  ; 
llis  wondrous  works  and  ways, 
My  admiration  raise, 
x\nd  fills  my  soul  with  praise 
Of  that  glorious  Son ; 
To  know  that  my  God 
The  wine-press  hath  trod, 
And  o'er  death  the  victory  won. 
2. 

Come,  saints,  let's  rejoice, 

For  our  God  is  ascended, 

Redemption  is  finish'd, 

That  work  God  hath  ended ; 

In  that  garment  of  flesh, 

Which  here  he  took  on ; 

He  now  shines  in  glory, 

Brighter  than  the  sun ; 

That  head  which  thorns  one  crown'< 

Bright  glories  now  surround, 

And  wears  that  double  crown, 

He  hath  gloriously  won  ; 

He  is  our  God  and  king, 
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The  fountain  and  spring, 
In  that  glorious  and  bright  Son. 
3. 

Great  joys  to  the  faithful, 
Our  God  will  us  raise 
To  a  glorious  kingdom; 
To  him  be  all  praise  ; 
We  shall  soar  up  above, 
Where  our  God  will  be  seen, 
There  feast  on  his  love ; 
Praises  will  be  the  same  ; 
Our  joys  will  then  abound, 
When  we  our  God  surround, 
And  see  him  gloriously  crown'd, 
Who  died  to  redeem ; 
How  my  soul  longs  to  be 
Christ  Jesus  with  thee, 
My  glorious  bright  king. 

Rebecca  Batt. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  SECOND  SONG, 
What  glorious  truths  these  are  to  see, 
That  the  great  Godhead  died  for  me, 
Upon  a  cross  below, 
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He  pour'd  his  soul  into  the  grave, 
Alas !  his  life  he  could  not  save, 
He  had  decreed  it  so. 

2. 

But  death  could  not  his  body  keep. 
For  he  did  soon  awake  from  sleep, 

For  to  ascend  above ; 
Where  he  had  left  a  glorious  crown, 
Which  bless' d  Elias  did  lay  down 

To  him  with  joy  and  love. 

3. 

And  now  he  reigns  above  the  skies. 
None  can  behold  with  mortal  eyes. 

His  majesty  divine  ; 
But  time  will  come  when  we  shall  see, 
The  king  of  kings  eternally, 

In  praises  then  combine. 

4. 

To  bless  that  Godhead  who  did  send 
These  glorious  truths  unto  the  end, 

Which  to  us  have  been  told, 
By  two  sweet  messengers  of  peace, 
Which  Christ  did  send  for  to  give 

To  the  oppressed  soul. 
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And  now  these  truths  have  set  me  free 
From  reasons  bondage,  1  can  see, 

Great  Muggleton  is  true  ; 
And  praises  I  will  ever  give, 
To  think  I  am  at  last  receiv'd 

Among  such  saints  as  you. 

6. 

Nor  would  I,  were  I  assur'd  to  gain 
Great  reason's  kingdom  and  to  reign, 

Go  back  from  whence  I  came ; 
But  leave  them  to  enjoy  their  feast, 
Which  many  moments  will  not  last, 

And  then  they'll  know  their  doom. 

Elizabeth  Glover. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  THIRD  SONG. 

When  Christ  he  here  was  crucified, 

The  blood  from  God  did  flowT ; 
And  then  the  eternal  Spirit  died 

To  save  lost  souls  from  woe ; 
Eternal  light  which  did  surround 

God  in  eternity, 
In  darkness  here  in  death  was  bound, 

When  God,  as  man,  did  die. 
In  darkness,  &c. 


2. 

As  God  in  man,  Christ  liv'd  here 

A  creature  seem'd  to  be, 
And  in  his  body  liv'd,  His  clear, 

The  godhead  bodily; 
His  attributes  all  infinite 

Alternately  did  flow, 
His  glorious  spirit  to  delight, 

In  his  pure  flesh  below. 
His  glorious,  &c. 

3; 

For  when  that  Christ  came  from  above, 

Lost  mankind  to  redeem, 
His  attributes,  mercy  and  love, 

Inherent  were  in  him ; 
And  where  must  boundless  power  be^ 

But  here  in  him  below ; 
His  mercy  it  too  weak  would  be, 

If  power  did  not  flow. 
His  mercy,  &c. 
4. 

Inherent' power  did  create, 

And  inherent  did  redeem ;, 
Infinitely  in  God  so  great. 

Finite  in  all  but  him.j 
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And  which  I  see  in  silent  death, 

The  sense  of  light  and  love, 
All  infiniteness  was  void  of  breath, 
And  finite  all  above. 

All  infiniteness,  &c. 
5. 

The  spirit  and  its  properties 

Essential] j  are  one; 
And  when  that  God  he  wholly  died? 

His  properties  had  no  one ; 
For  there's  no  creature  can  retail 

That  in  infinite  state, 
The  properties  of  God,  'tis  plain, 

For  creatures  were  too  great. 
The  properties,  &c. 
6. 

For  tho'  Elias  sat  above, 

And  fhTd  God's  glorious  throne, 
Infinite  power,  glory  and  love, 

Center'd  in  God  alone ; 
And  when  that  Christ  was  crucified* 

Power  it  ceas'd  to  be, 
The  word  he  spoke  before  he  died, 

Became  a  firm  decree. 
The  word,  &e. 
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7. 

Behold  our  God  was  wholly  dead, 

And  virtually  alive, 
No  power  had  to  move  his  head, 

Or  with  grim  death  to  strive ; 
For  when  Christ  was  in  silent  death, 

I  see  Infinity 
Was  wholly  void  of  life  and  breath, 

While  virtue  liv'd  on  high. 
Was  wholly,  &c. 
8. 

For  when  that  Christ  rose  from  the  grave, 

Oh !  what  a  sight  to  see ! 
Said  he,  *  all  power  now  I  have.;' 

Meaning  infinity  .; 
And  where  could  boundless  power  flow 

But  in  infinite  life, 
Which  wholly  died  in  Christ  below, 

And  liv'd  to  conquer  strife. 
Which  wholly,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 


TWO  HUNDRED  AND  FOURTH  SONG. 

When  that  in  Babel  1  did  dwell, 

I  heard  their  priest  strange  stories  tell; 
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But  for  a  truth  I  now  do  know, 
They  know  not  where  their  souls  must  go. 
But  for,  &c. 

2. 

There's  some  that  do  their  audience  tell 
It's  either  to  heaven  or  to  hell ; 
Whilst  some  a  middle  state  do  find, 
But  they  are  all  blind  leaders  of  the  blind, 
Whilst  some,  &c. 

3. 

Some  say,  '  that  they  do  transmigrate 
From  their  form,  and  take  another  shape 
Whilst  some  by  metamorphesy, 
Think,  6  their  soul  gets  into  a  butterfly.' 
Whilst  some,  &c. 

4. 

Some  say,  '  that  they  wander  here  and  there, 
And  walk  about  they  know  not  where  f 
So  in  effect  they  do  all  agree, 
That  the  soul  of  man  cannot  mortal  be. 
So  in,  &c. 

5. 

God  sent  two  prophets  great  to  me, 
That  the  light  from  darkness  1  might  see; 
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They  told  me,  'that  my  soul  it  must  die, 
And  in  a  silent  grave  must  lie. 
They  told,  &c. 

6. 

My  soul  it  hath  sinn'd  grevious  sore, 
For  which  pale  death  it  must  endure; 
What  tho'  it  must  lie  in  silent  dust, 
My  God  he  is  faithful,  great  and  just. 
What  tho\  &c. 

7. 

When  he  by  his  royal  will  doth  choose, 
The  bands  of  death  for  to  unloose, 
All  things  he  will  then  create  anew, 
He'll  raise  both  soul  and  body  too. 
All  things,  &c. 

8. 

What  joys  will  then  to  my  soul  appear, 
When  that  his  glorious  voice  it  doth  hear, 
He  speaking  from  his  throne  above, 
6  Come,  enjoy  the  kingdom  now,  my  love/ 
He  speaking,  &c. 

9. 

1  mean  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 
He'll  cleanse  my  soul  from  every  stain, 
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That  it  may  dwell  with  him  on  high, 
In  endless  pure  eternity. 
That  it,  &c. 

10. 

No  other  God  then  I  believe, 
But  the  God  of  Muggleton  and  Reeve ; 
That's  the  man  Christ  Jesus,  the  king  of  hea- 
ven, 

All  glory  and  praise  to  him  be  given. 
That's  the,  &c. 

Matthew  Hague. 


TWO  HUNDRED  AND  FIFTH  SONG, 

An  Acrostic  on  the  Names  of  Johjv  Reeve  and 
Lodowick  Mug gl etoj\t . 

Amiable  and  delightful  are  the  ways  of  truth. 

I  n  vain  do  anti-christian  spirits  strive, 
O  r  think  fallacious  principles  shall  thrive  ; 
H  eaven  disallows  their  tenets,  and  they  fall,. 
N  o  less  than  damn'd  pharasiacal. 
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R  eeve  rests  in  dust,  who  had  commission  given, 
E  ven  from  the  eternal  personal  God  of  heaven ; 
E  ternal  is  his  power,  his  prophets  can 
V  anquish  whatever  s  anti-christian, 
E  ven  all  the  devilish  fallacies  of  man. 

A  nd  tho'  Reeve  rests,  yet  this  commission  shall 

N  ever  be  vanquished,  or  be  forc'd  to  fall ; 

D  evils,  do  your  worst,  and  for  assistance  call : 

L  o !  here's  a  prophet  still  survives  to  be 
O  ur  retainM  guide  to  true  felicity; 
D  ivine  expressions  as  e'er  yet  were  taught, 
O  'erflow  in  him,  his  mind's  so  richly  wrought 
W  ith  heavenly  wisdom,  that  who  e'er  believes 
him, 

1 1  surely  from  eternal  death  reprieves  him  : 
C  ome  then,  ye  faithful  ones,  here's  life's  true 
spring, 

K  ept  for  your  good,  salvation  to  bring, 

E  ven  blest  messages  from  heaven's  great  king. 

M  ultitudes  flock  to  hear  men's  false  traditions, 
V  ain  is  their  hope,  and  desperate  their  conditions, 
G  od's  messengers  are  come  to  blast  false  teachers. 
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G  reat  power  from  them  confounds  all  earthly 
preachers ; 

L  et  worldlings  then  admire  their  false  devotion, 
E  nding  their  wretched  lives  in  earthly  notion  ; 
T  ruth  to  its  centre  drives  and  mounts  on  high, 
O  'ertopping  all  this  world's  impiety, 
N  othing  but  faith  will  reach  heaven's  majesty. 

Tobitt  Terry. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  SIXTH  SONG. 
Now  sing  unto  the  Lord  on  high, 

And  glory  give  to  his  holy  name, 
He  suffer  d  for  our  sins  to  die, 

And  now  in  heaven's  ascended  again, 
And  sitteth  on  a  glorious  throne; 

A  place  ordained  there  to  be, 
And  angels  waiting  thereupon, 

Unto  all  eternity. 

2. 

Then  he  descended  in  a  cloud, 
And  to  John  Reeve  he  spoke : 

'  Take  Lodowick  Muggleton  for  thy  mouth, 
And  do  you  the  scriptures  ope' ; 

I,  you  two  therefore  have  chose 
My  last  witnesses  to  be  ; 

t  2 
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If  you  this  strict  command  refuse, 
Then  damn'd  are  you  to  eternity. 
3. 

tf  Therefore,  do  you  obey  my  voice, 

And  in  my  name  prophesy, 
For  you  two  are  my  last  choice, 

And  I'll  be  with  you  constantly 
Then  these  two  did  prophesy, 

And  many  devils  did  cast  out, 
They  had  the  helmet  of  faith  thereby, 

And  put  the  serpent  to  the  rout. 

William  Tomkinsox. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTH  SONG 
(Tune,  '  Homersweet  home.') 

In  celestial  regions,  eternaj.  above, 
In  resplendent  glory  dwells  Jesus  our  God, 
Who  descended  transmuted,  became  his  own  son, 
That  his  saints  might  inherit  his  glorious  home. 

Home,  home !  sweet,  sweet  home ! 

Christ  Jesus  has  purchas'd  us  a  glorious  home. 
2. 

This  home  was  purchas'd  at  a  price  very  dear, 
By  the  blood  of  our  God  when  he  suffered  here, 
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Since  nothing  but  infinite  life  could  atone, 
And  make  his  saints  worthy  his  glorious  home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

3. 

The  rock  of  all  ages  before  this  world  took  date, 
Supremely  crown'd  in  his  bright  eternal  state, 
Without  any  other,  glories  all  his  own, 
Eternal  inherited  his  glorious  home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

4. 

The  Almighty  Father,  eternal  divine, 
Cloth' d  with  spirituality  did  e'er  shine ; 
This  spiritual  form  was  the  everlasting  Son, 
In  which  God  inherited  his  ever  sweet  home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

5. 

The  powerful  word  of  God  is  the  Holy  Ghost, 
That  produced  the  wondrous  heavenly  host 
Of  angels  bright,  in  his  all  glorious  throne, 
Singing  praise  to  their  God  in  their  new  blessed 
home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

6. 

The  angels'  persons,  transcendant,  bright  and  fair, 

Their  nature's  not  faith,  of  pure  reason  they  are; 

t3 
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tf  They  stand,  upheld  by  God/ says  Reeve  and 
Muggleton, 

Uriupheld,  they'd  fall,  expell'd  God's  glorious 
home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

7. 

One  angel  God  made,  surpassing  all  the  rest, 
God  left  him  alone,  that  he  might  try  the  test; 
Now  reason  could  not  stand,  in  rebellion  did 
roam, 

For  which  he  was  then  cast  down  from  God's 
bright  home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

8. 

This  angel  cast  down  in  Eden's  garden  fair, 
With  envy  and  malice  beheld  the  blest  pair, 
Which  God  had  there  plac'd,  pure  faith  their 

souls  adonvd, 
FilFd  with  sweet  peace  in  their  new  and  blessed 

home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

9. 

This  spiritual  devil  soon  Eve  ensnared, 
By  eating  the  fruit  that  God  prohibited ; 
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When  Adam  she  had  beguil'd,  they  wander'd 
forlorn, 

Conscious  of  guilt,  and  lost  their  happy  home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

10. 

The  offended  God  his  creatures  visited, 
With   benign  sovereign  grace   their  sins  did 
forgive ; 

A  promise  God  made,  their  sins  he  would  atone, 
By  shedding  his  blood,  then  call  his  elect  home* 
Home,  home,  &c. 

11. 

6  Adam/  God  did  say,  6  you  punish' d  must  be, 
Your  souls  were  immortal,  now  mortality 
Shall  seize  you  and  seed,  with  toil  you'll  sweat 
and  moan, 

When  death's  finish'd  all,  I'll  call  you  to  my 
home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

12. 

So  now,  my  friends,  in  sweet  love  and  harmony, 
We'll  sing  praise  to  our  God  since  we  redeem'd 
be, 

By  the  blood  of  God,  says  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 
Who,  his  seed  to  defend,  left  his  blessed  home. 
Home,  home,  &c.  t  4 
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13. 

My  Muggletoniau  friends,  who  faithful  are, 
Eat  God's  flesh  and  drink  his  blood,  while  devils 
war, 

The  curs'd  seed  of  Cain  all  hate  great  Muggleton ; 
By  whom  we're  assur'd  of  God's  glorious  home. 
Home,  home,  &c. 

Elizabeth  Susan  White. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTH  SONG. 
When  heaven's  great  God, 
From  his  divine  abode, 
Did  descend  mortal  flesh  to  assume; 
The  angels  at  his  change, 
Did  think  it  very  strange, 
To  see  Moses  and  Elias  in  his  room. 

The  angels,  &©. 
*  2. 
Admiring  they  gazed,. 
Adoring  they  prais'd ; 
Knew  not  what  of  their  God  was  become. 
Till  Moses  from  on  high, 
Did  reveal  it  secretly, 
He  was  here  to  be  born  a  Son. 
Till  Moses,  &c. 
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3. 

How  much  more  cause  have  we, 
To  adore  this  mystery, 
When  God  himself  was  entomb'd, 
Whose  glory  was  so  bright, 
None  could  behold  the  sight, 
Yet  the  virgin  remain'd  unconsum'd. 
Whose  glory,  &c 
4. 

When  the  God  of  all  love, 
Came  down  from  above, 
Sin,  death  and  grave  to  o'ercome; 
The  eternal  Father  he, 
Laid  down  divinity, 
And  his  glory  he  veil'd  in  the  Son. 
The  eternal,  &c. 

5. 

And  first  without  sin, 

This  great  work  did  begin  ; 
That  infinite  justice  might  be 

Each  way  fully  satisfied, 

The  eternal  Spirit  died, 
In  that  spotless  humanity. 
Each  way,  &c. 

T  5 
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6. 

The  law  he  walked  through, 

Which  we  could  not  do, 
And  resign'd  his  sacred  breath 

Upon  a  curs'd  tree ; 

He  fulfil' d  his  own  decree, 
That  for  us  he  might  conquer  death. 
Upon  a,  &c. 

7. 

Thus  heaven's  great  king, 

For  us  satisfied  sin, 
And  the  power  of  death  did  destroy ; 

Now  in  death  we  shall  not  remain, 

But  till  he  comes  again, 
To  raise  us  to  eternal  joys. 
Now  in,  &c. 

8. 

The  grave  will  only  be 

A  resting  place  for  me, 
And  for  all  true  believers  likewise ; 

But  reason  here  below, 

Will  find  a  hell  of  woe, 
While  we  shall  soar  above  the  skies. 
But  reason,  &c. 
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9. 

Father,  Son  and  Spirit  too, 

By  faith  in  Christ  1  view ; 
Ail  praise  to  this  glorious  one, 

For  in  Christ  the  Godhead  lies, 

And  with  Christ  we  shall  arise, 
Thus  by  Christ  is  this  mystery  done. 
For  in,  &c. 

James  Miller. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  NINTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  « Rule  Britannia.') 
When  Reeve  at  first  by  God's  command, 
Received  his  royal  power; 
His  God  did  charge  him  out  of  hand, 
To  tell  his  friend  the  choicest  flower ; 
Christ  Jehovah,  Jehovah,  God  on  high, 
And  Christ  that  God  for  man  did  die. 
Christ  Jehovah,  &c. 
2. 

When  Reeve  to  Muggleton  he  came, 
And  his  great  secrets  did  reveal ; 
'  Lord  God  I  see  thee  very  plain,' 
Said  Muggleton,  '  my  soul  does  heal, 
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Christ  Jehovah,  Jehovah  God  on  high, 
And  Christ  that  God  for  man  did  die. 
Christ  Jehovah,  &c. 
3. 

'Now  we  are  chose  by  God/  says  Reeve, 
1  His  wondrous  works  for  to  expound ; 
All  you  that  faithfully  believe 
In  what  we  say,  you  will  be  crown'd, 
By  Jehovah,  Jehovah  God  on  high, 
That  very  God  that  here  did  die/ 
By  Jehovah,  &c. 

4. 

Come,  all  true  friends,  and  merry  sing, 
And  fill  your  souls  with  pure  divine, 
From  great  Mount  Zion's  holy  spring, 
That  flows  with  God's  most  sacred  wine ; 
Praise  Jehovah,  Jehovah  God  on  high, 
For  Christ  your  God  for  you  did  die. 
Praise  Jehovah,  &c. 
5. 

All  reason's  works  throw  at  your  feet, 
And  all  their  cunning  knavery ; 
Avoid  be  sure  and  never  greet, 
So  sure  you  do,  true  faith  will  fly, 
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See  Jehovah,  Jehovah  God  on  high, 
To  save  his  faithful,  God  did  die, 
See  Jehovah,  &c. 

6. 

Mount  Sinai  is  the  field  of  war, 
Where  all  their  wicked  deeds  do  lay, 
Murder  and  plunder  in  them  are, 
Who  does  obey  what  reason  say; 
Oh !  vile  dragon,  vile  dragon,  here  below, 
Thy  army  will  die  living  woes. 
Oh  !  vile,  &c. 

7. 

Mount  Zion  is  the  field  of  peace, 
True  faith  and  love  commandeth  there ; 
All  volunteers  that  enlist, 
Fight  firm  for  God  while  you  are  here ; 
For  Jehovah,  Jehovah  God  on  high, 
For  me  he  died,  for  him  will  I. 
For  Jehovah,  &c. 

8. 

Our  prophets  bravely  stood  their  ground, 
And  stood  the  test  with  great  and  small ; 
When  that  Christ  Jesus,  God  they  found, 
They  would  not  move,  so  let  us  all 
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Praise  Jehovah,  Jehovah  God  above* 
Our  God  who  died  for  us  in  love. 
Praise  Jehovah,  &c. 

James  Frost,  1803. 


TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TENTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  *  Gramachree  Molly.') 

Saints,  join  with  me  to  praise  the  God 

Of  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
The  king  of  heaven,  the  Lord  of  life, 

Christ  the  eternal  one, 
The  great  I  AM  who  all  things  made 

In  earth  and  heaven  above, 
Come,  join  in  concert  evermore, 

Returning  praise  for  love. 

2. 

On  viewing  the  creation  round, 

Reason  determin'd  goes 
To  find  out  from  whose  attributes 

Such  beauteous  order  flows ; 
But  all  in  vain,  their  piercing  wit 

Can't  search  the  things  of  heaven ; 
None  can  by  force  obtain  the  prize, 

To  faith  it's  only  given. 
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3. 

Well  may  the  holy  angels  sing 

Their  praises  to  our  God, 
Who  of  dead  matter  brought  them  forth. 

By  his  all  powerful  word, 
Into  an  endless  life  of  joy, 

Where  revelation  do 
Continually  their  souls  supply, 

With  transports  sweet  and  new. 
4. 

Well  might  their  joys  and  praise  abound, 

When  they  beheld  the  fall 
Of  reason  from  its  highest  state, 

To  this  terrestrial  ball ; 
Oh!  how  their  joys  must  then  increase, 

When  they  by  reason  saw 
©od's  loving  kindness  to  an  end 

No  nigher  e'er  would  draw. 

5. 

Well  may  they  sing  creative  love, 

For  sin  they  never  knew, 
Had  they  remain' d  in  dreary  death, 

No  joys  would  e'er  ensue; 
Were  all  now  left  in  darkness  bound, 

No  beauty  could  appear, 
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But  love  sent  forth  a  fiery  sound. 
That  pierc'd  dead  nature's  ear. 
6. 

Well  may  creative  love  demand 

From  innocence  great  praise, 
But  when  I  found  redeeming  love, 

Myself  was  lost  in  maze ; 
Well  might  I  stand  as  one  that's  dead 

To  all  things  here  below, 
When  faith  did  rise  to  heavenly  joys, 

My  soul  once  wrapt  in  woe. 

7. 

Who  can  devise  words  to  express 

God's  love  to  sinners  shewn, 
When  he  resign'd  his  blessed  state, 

His  power,  his  heavenly  throne, 
And  veil'd  his  glory  here  in  seed, 

Within  a  virgin's  womb ; 
There  fed  and  nourish'd  with  her  life, 

And  thus  became  a  Son  ? 

8. 

From  seed  his  holy  nature  grew, 
Nature  brings  its  own  form ; 

The  virgin  went  her  travail  thro', 
Sweet  Jesus  he  was  born, 
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Matur  d  by  years  a  perfect  man, 
With  temper  meek  and  mild ; 

Tho'  tempted  by  bold  reason,  he 
Could  never  be  beguil'd. 

9. 

I  need  not  sing  his  sufferings  now, 

So  many  and  severe, 
This  will  suffice,  they  crucified, 

Aud  goad  him  with  a  spear, 
Until  his  precious  life  was  spent, 

His  soul  pour'd  out  to  death; 
They  kill'd  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Who  gave  them  life  and  breath. 
10. 

Dry  up  your  tears,  dear  saints,  rejoice, 

Death  could  not  long  detain  ; 
A  life  so  pure,  in  three  days  time 

Our  God  arose  again, 
And  did  ascend  his  glorious  throne, 

His  power  took  above, 
But  left  his  blood  on  earth  to  saints, 

A  token  of  his  love. 

11. 

Impossible  it  is  for  love 
Ever  to  exceed  his  ; 
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Will  any  king  thus  suffer  death, 

To  give  a  rebel  bliss  ? 
And  if  one  suffer  in  his  stead, 

Why  then  without  dispute, 
The  glory  must  on  him  attach, 

Who  is  the  substitute. 

12. 

But,  oh  !  God's  love  was  infinite, 

The  glory  all  his  own, 
Creation  and  redemption  too, 

He  wrought  himself  alone ; 
The  eternal  Father  wholly  died, 

When  in  the  flesh  a  Son, 
When  Jesus  Christ  was  crucified, 

Then  died  the  eternal  One. 

13. 

Redeeming  love  its  ponderous  weight, 

I  feel  with  pleasure  sweet, 
Bending  beneath  that  mass  so  great, 

I  bow  at  Jesus' s  feet ; 
Strain  all  your  powers,  oh!  my  soul, 

Pour  forth  an  endless  flood 
Of  adorative  praise  to  Christ, 

My  soul  redeeming  God. 

James  Dale. 
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TWO  HUNDRED  AND  ELEVENTH 
SONG. 
(Tune,  c  Upon  a  summer's  evening.') 

When  first  the  third  record  I  heard, 

It  seem'd  strange  to  me, 
To  venture  there  I  was  afraid, 

Till  I  could  clearly  see, 
By  faith  which  in  my  soul  lay  dead, 

By  reason  quite  confin'd ; 
For  reason  rul'd  as  lord  and  head, 

For  faith  was  born  quite  blind. 
2. 

I  smote  the  rock  of  ages  sure, 

And  made  the  waters  flow  ; 
This  water  did  my  soul  secure, 

And  made  my  faith  to  grow ; 
From  strength  to  strength  on  Zion's  hill, 

My  soul  does  swiftly  fly, 
And  when  grim  death  my  soul  does  kill, 

I  die  to  live  on  high. 

3. 

And  when  God  calls  us  up  from  death, 

For  to  eat  of  his  feast, 
And  gives  us  an  immortal  breath, 

How  sweet  that  food  will  taste ; 
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Come,  eat  the  flesh  of  monarchs  great, 

Our  God  to  us  will  cry,< 
For  they  are  those  that  did  me  hate, 

And  caus'd  my  soul  to  die. 

4. 

Feed  on  the  lying  priests  of  Baal, 

For  they  are  for  your  food  ; 
Devour  all,  both  great  and  small, 

Eat  of  that  cursed  brood ; 
Rejoice  with  me  that  they  are  damnd, 

For  they  no  pity  shew'd ; 
They  shew'd  me  none  when  I  did  stand 

Falsely  condemn'd  below. 

5. 

Eat  of  the  devils,  great  and  small, 

You  need  not  for  to  spare  ; 
My  powerful  word  shall  summons  all 

In  justice  to  appear ; 
Great  popes  and  princes,  high  in  power, 

And  men  of  great  renown, 
I  freely  give  you  to  devour, 

For  none  now  wears  a  crown. 
6. 

When  we  are  at  this  glorious  feast, 
How  we  our  God  shall  praise  ; 
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When  we  the  flesh  of  devils  taste, 

Our  voices  we  shall  raise 
In  praises  to  our  glorious  king, 

Redeeming  God  on  high  \ 
And  with  harmonious  voices  sing, 

Christ  reigns  eternally. 

Boyer  Glover. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWELFTH 
SONG. 

Tune,  *  If  you  mean  to  set  sail  for  the  land  of  delight.') 

How  blest  is  my  time  now, 

What  days  do  1  see. 
Since  Jesus  my  God 

Is  revealed  to  me  ; 
The  blossoms  of  nature 

E'er  beauteous  appear, 
And  the  odours  of  May 

Sheds  perfumes  thro'  the  year. 
2. 

When  I  wander  d  about 

In  the  darkness  of  night, 
And  hell  with  its  terrors, 

My  soul  did  affright, 
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What  beauty  or  fragrance 
Could  long  charm  my  soul, 

When  the  waves  of  despondence 
So  quickly  did  roll? 

3. 

But  glory  to  G  od  now, 

The  horizon's  clear, 
The  clouds  are  dispell' d, 

The  bright  sun  doth  appear, 
By  its  light  nature's  seen 

In  its  bridal  array, 
Progressively  moving, 

In  haxmonious  play. 

4. 

Now  delighted,  the 

Meanders  of  scripture  I  trace, 
Where  God,  as  it  were, 

Is  beheld  face  to  face ; 
The  prophets  there  lead  us, 

Thro'  paths  all  divine, 
Where  the  footsteps  of  God 

Doth  transcendantly  shine. 
5. 

They  lead  through  a  series 
Of  bliss  here  below, 


SONGS. 


567 


A  taste  of  delights 

That  for  ever  will  grow, 
A  succession  of  transports 

That  never  will  cloy, 
From  immensity  springs 

In  one  eternal  joy. 

& 

Then  you  who  have  tasted 

Those  sweets  that's  so  rare> 
You  know  no  delights  on 

This  earth  can  compare ; 
Then  what  shall  restrain  us 

That's  favor d  so  high, 
From  praising  our  God 

Unto  eternity. 

James  Dale* 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  THIRTEENTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  <  The  Waterman,'  and 6  Gently  touch  the  warbling 
lyre.') 

While  thro'  this  wicked  world  1  pass. 

Temptations  shall  I  meet ; 
Which  oj  alluring  are,  alas! 

So  prevalent  and  sweet ; 
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Nature  and  reason  botli  combine. 

To  lead  my  soul  astray, 
Unless  my  faith  which  is  divine, 

And  active  doth  obey. 

2. 

When  by  them  both  Vm  overcome, 

And  subject  to  their  power, 
The  law  awakens  to  confound, 

And  my  soul's  peace  devour, 
My  mind  is  sear'd  with  my  guilt, 

What  horror  I  endure, 
Till  I  can  see  Christ's  blood  was  spilt, 

Which  doth  my  soul  secure. 

3. 

What  sad  destructive  thoughts  arise, 

What  darkness  clouds  my  mind ; 
What  fears  and  what  anxieties, 

Rest  no  where  can  I  find; 
But  like  a  ball  tost  to  and  fro, 

By  reason  I  am  hurl'd; 
A  hell  in  mind  I  undergo, 

Tho'  fair  unto  the  world. 

4. 

1  self  condemn'd  to  justice  lay, 
Yet  when  it  doth  appear, 
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Fain  would  I  escape,  fain  would  1  fly, 
But  that  I  know  not  where ; 

No  refuge  is  there  to  be  found, 
For  wheresoe'er  I  go, 

God  still  is  with  me  with  his  law, 
His  law  condemns  me  so. 

5. 

If  for  the  breach  of  moral  acts, 

Such  punishments  ensue, 
What  must  blaspheming  cursed  facts, 

Which  reason  daily  do ; 
If  such  exceeding  torments  are 

By  mortals  felt  below ; 
What  must  they  be  that  are  prepar'd 

For  an  eternal  woe  ? 

6. 

Oh !  Christ,  for  thy  redeeming  love, 

I'll  ever  homage  pay, 
And  when  from  death  I'm  eall'd  above,, 

Will  praise  thee  eternally ; 
For  thy  electing  love  it  is 

To  my  poor  soul  below, 
Assur  d  me  of  eternal  bliss, 

A  ransom-  from  all  woe. 
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The  sweet  enjoyment  I  possess, 

When  free  from  reason's  reign, 
The  tongue  of  man  cannot  express, 

Or  thought  conceive  my  gain^ 
But  when  it  doth  with  nature  join, 

Doth  my  frail  flesh  subdue, 
Guilt,  fear  and  shame,  my  soul  divide, 

I  know  not  what  to  do. 

8. 

Guilt  first  for  the  offence  I've  done, 

In  breaking  of  the  law ; 
Fear  of  a  tortur'd  state  to  come, 

Next  makes  me  stand  in  awe ; 
Shame  charges  me  with  ingratitude, 

To  my  great  God  on  high, 
Whose  mercy  1  have  much  abus'd, 

Therefore  deserve  to  die. 

9. 

But  my  dear  Saviour's  precious  blood, 
That  sovereign  balsam  sure, 

Applied  by  faith,  my  wounded  scul 
No  longer  smart  endures ; 

Fox  it  was  for  this  he  left  his  throne, 
Assum'd  humanity; 
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To  his  own  law  became  a  Son, 
Walk'd  thro5  the  law  for  me. 

10. 

Oh  !  wondrous  works!  stupendous  love! 

That  very  God  should  come, 
And  leave  his  glorious  throne  above, 

And  mortal  flesh  assume ; 
That  he  who  made  the  worlds  alone, 

Should  leave  divine  abode, 
And  suffer  death,  to  be  death's  death, 

While  man,  he's  very  God. 

11. 

Oh !  how  astonishing  it  is, 

To  think  Eternity, 
Who  was  the  immortal  source  of  bliss 

In  immortality, 
Should  heaven  leave,  for  us  come  down, 

And  Adam's  race  employ, 
To  be  a  God  to  him  their  God, 

Till  he  should  death  destroy. 

12. 

For  Moses  and  Elias  sat 

On  heaven's  imperial  throne ; 

Till  God  begat  himself  a  Son, 
In  the  chaste  virgin's  womb ; 
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And  they  it  were  who  from  above, 

Protected  him  below, 
From  infancy  to  years  mature. 

Till  he  himself  did  know. 

13. 

What  cause  of  admiration  here, 

To  us  who  know  his  love, 
Since  'twas  for  us  he  thus  appear  d, 

And  left  those  joys  above; 
Come,  saints,  with  raptur'd  joys  like  mine 

Your  thankful  voices  raise, 
For  there's  no  joys  like  joys  divine, 

No  melody  like  praise. 

14. 

His  matchless  love,  my  friends,  with  me, 

Come,  meditate  upon ; 
The  more  I  think,  the  more  I 'm  lost> 

In  extacies  o'ercome ; 
Yet  tho'  1  can't  my  joys  express, 

My  soul  does  still  adore, 
An  earnest  which  1  here  possess, 

Of  praising  evermore. 

15. 

By  faith  I  saw  him  suffer  death 
Upon  a  cursed  tree ; 
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By  faith  I  saw  him  in  the  grave. 

Under  captivity ; 
By  faith  I  saw  him  rise  again, 

By  his  own  power  on  high ; 
And  in  triumphant  manner,  led 

Captive  captivity. 

16. 

My  faith  then  soar'd with  him  above, 

Into  eternity, 
And  saw  him  resume  his  throne, 

Of  immortality ; 
And  as  a  Son  the  right  hand  took 

Of  power  and  majesty; 
Not  from  another,  but  himself, 

To  all  eternity. 

17. 

His  faithful  stewards  did  with  joy, 

Surrender  up  their  power, 
Again  as  creatures  homage  paid, 

And  did  their  God  adore ; 
While  the  innumerable  host 

Of  angels  round  his  throne, 
Submissive  at  his  royal  feet, 

Laid  their  immortal  crowns. 
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18. 

The  joy  the  eternal  Spirit  hath, 

The  Father  now  on  high, 
With  what  he  hath  cloth'd  himself  withal, 

To  all  eternity ; 
That  glorious  garment  of  the  flesh, 

The  joys  that  there  do  flow, 
Not  men  nor  angels  can  express, 

The  Father  only  knows. 

19. 

Christ  Jesus,  my  redeemer  dear, 

I  still  by  faith  can  see, 
Who  was  one  undivided  God, 

From  all  eternity ; 
Who's  still  the  same,  for  in  him  dwells 

The  godhead  bodily : 
God  over  all,  none  over  him, 

To  all  eternity. 

20. 

He  Father  was,  when  made  the  world, 

And  all  therein  contain*  d ; 
And  to  redeem  elect  mankind, 

For  them  a  Son  became ; 
And  now  the  Holy  Ghost  he  is, 

By  sanctifying  those, 
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By  faith  in  this  commission,  whom 
Before  the  world  he  chose. 

21. 

This  is  the  very  God,  which  is 

Eternal  life  to  know; 
Those  that  despise  his  real  death, 

Their  portion's  endless  woe  ; 
By  faith  in  him,  I  am  assur'd, 

He  has  procured  for  me, 
And  all  believers  too,  a  crown 

Of  immortallity. 

James  Miller. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  FOURTEENTH 
SONG. 

When  darkness  in  her  sable  dress, 

This  region  overspread, 
And  reason  as  a  king  did  reign, 

The  lambs  with  husks  were  fed, 
They  rang'd  along  o'er  reason's  plain, 

Some  comfort  for  to  find, 
But  all  in  vain,  their  hopes  were  dead, 
But  all,  &c. 

Close  in  a  restless  mind. 
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2. 

This  darkness  did  such  famine  bring, 

The  children  cried  for  bread  ; 
And  those  that  did  their  fathers  feed, 

Lay  in  their  presence  dead ; 
Great  burthens  did  the  children  bear, 

With  hunger,  thirst  and  cold, 
They  wanted  then  their  daily  bread, 
They  wanted,  &c. 

More  worth  than  the  fairest  gold. 

3.  A 
Then  Shilo  in  his  tender  love, 

To  immortals  here  below, 
Sent  forth  a  light  which  is  divine, 

And  marvellous  to  know  ; 
Two  shepherds  then,  he  forth  did  seiid^. 

The  prisoners  to  relieve  ; 
And  eke  to  every  thirsty  soul? 
And  eke,  &c. 

Fresh  waters  they  do  give. 

4. 

The  virtue  of  this  water  doth 

All  poison  soon  expel ; 
It  is  a  present  antidote 

Against  the  fears  of  hell  \ 
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?Tis  in  the  shepherds'  hands  alone, 

No  man  can  them  controul, 
And  of  the  same  they  freely  give, 
And  of,  &c. 
To  every  thirsty  soul. 

5. 

And  he  that  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more, 

But  still  in  streams  will  flow ; 
Each  saint  that  tasteth  of  the  same, 

Doth  by  experience  know, 
The  streams  thereof  doth  bear  such  force, 

The  prisoners  it  sets  free ; 
It  converts  foes  to  friends,  and  sets 
It  converts,  &c. 

The  greatest  friends  at  greatest  enmity. 
6. 

In  February,  fifty  and  one,  this  grace  it  did 
abound, 

And  every  saint  that  did  it  taste, 
Their  tears  with  joys  are  crown'd; 

Then  let's  lift  up  our  hearts  and  souls, 
To  Shilo's  name  entire ; 

If  time  could  speak,  then  sure  this  month, 
If  time,  &c. 

Would  join  to  make  a  choir. 

u 
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7. 

Oh!  God  whose  love  is  pure  divine. 

To  us  poor  mortals  here  ; 
Whose  heavenly  light  doth  shine  so  bright, 

To  those  that  do  thee  fear, 
Our  hearts  and  souls  in  raptures  join, 

To  praise  thy  holy  name ; 
Let  all  the  saints  the  world  throughout, 
Let  all,  &c. 

For  ever  do  the  same. 

William  Wood,  Painter. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  FIFTEENTH 
SONG. 

On  the  Three  Commissions. 

Now  to  the  scriptures  I  my  mind  will  bend, 
And  to  those  writings  pious  men  have  penn  d  ; 
For  now  by  faith  alone  I'm  come  to  see, 
That  here  on  earth  have  been  commissions  three ; 
First,  Moses  had  his  mission  from  the  Lord, 
The  meekest  man  that  is  upon  record, 
From  Egypt's  darkness  Israel's  sons  to  free, 
And  from  their  bondage  give  them  liberty  ; 
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The  next,  was  the  commission  of  the  blood, 
Where  persecution  flow'd  like  a  flood, 
'Twas  brought  by  Jesus,  call'd,  the  Son  of  God; 
Who  heal'd  the  lame,  and  made  the  blind  to  see, 
The  dumb  to  speak,  the  dead  too  rais'd  he ; 
With  whom  curs'd  priests  and  pharisees  made 
strife, 

And  on  a  cross  they  nail'd  the  Lord  of  life; 
But  at  his  death  what  darkness  did  appear, 
The  sun  was  darken'd  like  sackcloth  of  hair; 
Then  did  they  tremble,  quake  and  shake  with 
fear, 

Yet  saints  and  apostles  they  us'd  most  severe, 

And  persecuted  near  three  hundred  year, 

Till  not  a  saint  on  earth  was  left  behind, 

But  all  men  in  religion  were  quite  blind; 

Then  God  by  his  most  holy  Spirit  shone 

Upon  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 

That  ail  men  here  should  not  in  darknes  be, 

But  some  should  praise  their  God  continually ; 

The  mysteries  of  the  scriptures  they  reveal'd, 

And  nothing  from  God's  prophets  was  conceal'd, 

And  they  as  freely  gave  as  they  receiv'd, 

To  those  who  in  their  record  could  believe; ; 

And  bless' d  am  I,  to  know  I'm  not  deceiv'd, 

u  2 
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For  how  should  I  have  known  that  Christ  was 
God, 

If  I  had  not  in  this  commission  trod; 
The  soul  being  mortal,  or  the  place  of  hell, 
Or  heavens  throne  where  holy  angels  dwell ; 
For  this  my  faith  has  made  me  rich  indeed, 
To  know  that  I  am  of  that  bless'd  seed; 
When  all  the  world  will  here  in  darkness  be, 
I  shall  ascend  my  glorious  God  to  see, 
Cloth' d  with  a  white  robe  of  my  most  holy 
faith, 

Crown'd  with  a  bright  crown,  for  so  the  scripture 
saith. 

William  Gates. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  SIXTEENTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  <  Kitty  of  the  Clyde.') 

My  soul  glides  on  God's  holy  stream^ 
In  the  third  commission  flowing, 

Such  beauteous  treasures  there  are  seen,. 
God's  prophets  there  are  showing  ; 

Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton  is  there* 
As  guardians  of  the  tide ; 
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They  show'd  me  the  fountain  clear, 
Was  Christ  once  crucified. 

2. 

God  was  from  all  eternity, 

His  nature  faith  quite  pure ; 
And  so  for  ever  will  remain^ 

This  I  by  faith  am  sure ; 
And  tho'  a  God,  so  great  was  he, 

Surpassing  all  beside, 
1  know  it  was  God  who  died  for  me, 

When  Christ  was  crucified. 

3. 

Death  was  from  all  eternity, 

His  nature  reason  sure ; 
God  did  his  angels  bright  create, 

Their  nature  reason  pure ; 
But  one,  more  glorious  than  the  rest, 

God's  wisdom  vilified ; 
God  cast  him  down  upon  this  earth, 

And  woe  doth  him  betide. 

4. 

God  did  create  man  in  his  form, 
Upon  this  earth,  I  am  sure; 

And  when  in  his  created  state, 
His  nature  faith  was  pure; 
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But  the  lost  angel  Mm  o'ercame, 

And  so  God's  work  destroy' d ; 
But  God  o'ercame  this  angel's  power, 

When  Christ  was  crucified. 

5. 

God  sent  his  prophets  unto  men, 

His  wondrous  works  to  tell, 
That  he  did  die  upon  a  tree, 

To  redeem  lost  souls  from  hell ; 
Great  Reeve  and  Muggleton  declare, 

With  them  I  am  satisfied ; 
They  show'd  to  me  God  suffer' d  here, 

When  Christ  was  crucified. 

Isaac  Frost,  1829. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  SEVENTEENTH 
SONG. 

Ye  faithful  Muggletonians  all, 
Who  are  Muggletonians  truly, 
Let  us  with  joy  commemorate 
This  nineteenth  day  of  July; 
And  let  it  ever  be 
A  yearly  jubilee 
Of  praise  by  us  regarded ; 
When  Muggleton  the  great, 
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Was  set  free  from  reason's  hate, 
And  from  prison  was  discharge!. 
When  Muggleton,  &c. 
2. 

This  was  the  joyful  day  indeed, 
He  was  from  goal  released ; 
Which  bare  remembrance  fills  my  souj, 
I  find  my  joys  increas'd ; 
The  devils  did  combine, 
For  ever  to  confine 
The  Almighty's  last  annointed ; 
But  what  they  thought  to  do, 
Great  Muggleton  to  you, 
This  day  were  disappointed. 
But  what,  &c. 
3. 

Fain  would  their  cursed  malice  do 
By  him,  as  the  Messiah ; 
Destruction  was  their  only  view, 
As  'twas  to  Jeremiah ; 
For  they  without  dispute, 
Had  destroy' d  tree  and  fruit, 
Had  their  law  but  been  provided, 
For  they  did  him  despise, 
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And  charge  with  writing  lies, 
And  eternal  truth  derided. 
For  they,  &c. 

4. 

Their  hellish  rage  was  fully  bent, 
To  finish  his  undoing  ; 
The  prophet  they  to  prison  sent, 
To  prove  his  utter  ruin  ; 
For  since  no  way  they  saw, 
They  could  touch  his  life  by  law, 
Five  hundred  pounds  they  find  him  ; 
But  Muggleton  this  day, 
The  unjust  fine  did  pay,  » 
And  left  his  foes  behind  him. 
But  Muggleton,  &c. 
5. 

Tho'  they  like  kings  in  judgment  sat, 
Triumphing  for  a  season, 
Eternal  death  will  be  their  lot, 
With  the  rest  of  curs'd  reason ; 
For  when  time  comes  that  time 
To  eternity  resign, 
Their  heaven  then  is  ceased, 
What  they  enjoy'd  below, 
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Will  be  turned  into  woe, 
And  their  torments  ever  increased. 
What  they,  &c. 
ft 

Then  will  great  Muggleton  and  Reeve 
Ascend  with  this  commission, 
And  all  who  truly  did  believe 
In  this  their  sacred  mission ; 
And  we  shall  ever  be 
To  all  eternity, 
With  Christ  our  God  receiving 
New  glorious  crowns  of  praise ; 
Melodiously  shall  raise 
Our  voices,  no  longer  believing. 
New  glorious,  &c. 

7. 

For  faith  which  was  an  earnest  here 
Of  that  eternal  treasure, 
Will  in  enjoyment  disappear, 
Be  swallow' d  up  in  pleasure ; 
Hope  will  no  longer  then 
Our  longing  souls  attend, 
In  fruition  it  will  be  drowned  ; 
But  love,  eternal  love, 

u  5 


SONGS. 


in  eternity  above, 

Will  with  joys  be  forever  surrounded. 
But  love,  &c. 

8. 

When  time  does  come,  that  time  must  die, 
That  dreadful  trump  is  sounded, 
The  dead  in  Christ  will  first  arise, 
To  meet  their  God,  surrounded 
With  hosts  of  angels  bright, 
Too  great  for  reason's  sight ; 
He'll  open  this  creation, 
Then  we  shall  all  repair 
To  attend  him  in  the  air, 
Christ,  God  of  our  salvation. 
Then  we,  &c. 

9. 

Then  will  our  foes,  both  great  and  small, 
Be  left  in  great  confusion, 
Amidst  the  wreck  of  this  fair  ball, 
Dame  nature's  last  conclusion  ; 
What  dreadful  horror  then 
Will  seize  the  souls  of  men, 
Who<here  are  left  confin'd, 
When  all  will  be  on  fire, 
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No  place  for  to  retire, 
But  to  torments  eternally  join'd. 
When  all,  &c. 

10. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  their  power  scorn, 
Since  faith  to  us  is  given ; 
This  world  will  quickly  have  an  end, 
Our  hell,  but  reason's  heaven; 
Then,  then  the  scale  will  turn, 
They  will  for  ever  burn, 
While  we  in  joys  are  reigning 
With  Christ  our  God  alone, 
And  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
In  eternal  bliss  remaining. 
WTith  Christ,  &c. 
11. 

Those  that  proud  reason  did  disdain, 
Were  favourites  of  heaven ; 
To  whom  by  our  dear  Saviour  Christ, 
Eternal  life  is  given  ; 
Then  let  us  ever  praise 
His  mercy  all  our  days, 
And  let  this  day  be  regarded, 
When  Muggleton  the  great, 


58'8  SONGS. 

Was  set  free  from  reason's  hate, 
And  from  prison  was  discharged. 
When  Muggleton,  &c. 

William  Miller, 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  EIGHTEENTH 
SONG. 

(Tune,  <  O  God  of  all  Gods  and  prince  of  all  peace.') 
Oh  !  now,  blessed  saints,  by  divine  revelation, 
Sing  praises  to  God  for  this  his  creation, 
Considering  well  the  works  he  hath  done, 
It's  he  was  God  the  Father,  and  then  God  the 
Son, 

And  God  the  holy  Ghost,  as  the  scriptures  show, 
Or  God  the  holy  Spirit  in  these  our  days. 
Then  saints  now  on  earth,  his  praises  forth  show, 
By  this  third  and  last  commission  these  secrets 
we  know. 

2. 

As  he  was  God  the  Father,  he  created  on  high 
An  host  of  holy  angels  for  his  society, 
A  glorious  creation  that  were  all  elected 
To  fulfil  his  purpose,  one  only  rejected ; 
His  prerogative  will  compell'd  him  to  create 
That  angelical  serpent  in  reprobate  state. 
Then  saints,  &c. 
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3. 

This  angel  was  created  a  glorious  creature, 
The  image  of  God,  but  only  his  nature; 
His  nature  pure  reason  remained  in  that  station, 
By  being  supplied  by  divine  revelation, 
Whom  God  did  prefer  to  the  highest  degree, 
All  for  his  own  glory,  by  a  secret  decree. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

4. 

Our  glorious  God  his  revelation  withheld, 
Which  from  his  own  nature,  soon  after  rebelFd ; 
Then  Jehovah  was  mov'd  by  his  revelation, 
To  create  here  below  another  creation, 
Representing  the  creation  in  heaven  high, 
In  a  blessed  state  of  innecency. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

5. 

Then  he  formed,  man  a  wonderful  creature, 
The  image  of  God,  both  in  form  and  nature, 
He  made  him  the  ruler  of  this  creation  to  be, 
And  gave  him  a  woman  for  his  society ;  . 
And  them  in  the  garden  of  Eden  put  he, 
In  a  blessed  estate  of  immortality. 
Then  saints,  &c. 
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6. 

This  angel  in  heaven,  he  did  so  appear, 
T  hat  God  cast  him  down  to  the  earth  like  fire> 
He  banish' d  him  out  of  his  presence  to  be 
Confined  in  this  world  to  all  eternity, 
The  prerogative  power  of  God  for  to  show, 
To  exalt  some  on  high,  and  some  to  bring  low. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

7. 

Then  he  had  given  by  God,  his  creator, 
The  fruit  of  all  trees  to  nourish  his  nature, 
Except  the  tree  of  knowledge  of  good  and  evil* 
Which  afterwards  known,  a  serpent,  a  devil, 
Not  for  to  eat  by  command  from  on  high, 
If  that  he  did  eat,  he  should  surely  die. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

8. 

When  the  angel  once  saw  her,  he  did  her  admire^ 
She  to  taste  of  his  fruit  did  much  desire, 
She,  looking,  beholding  such  a  glorious  person, 
Forgot  her  command,  and  yielded  her  affection, 
To  come  in  unto  her,  in  which  act  indeed, 
He  dissolved  himself  in  her  pure  seed* 
Then  saints,  &c, 
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9. 

Which  she  naturally  conceived  a  serpent  and 
devil, 

That  very  man  Cain,  whose  actions  are  evil ; 
His  nature  being  in  her,  desire  was  so  high, 
That  she  did  beguile  her  husband  thereby, 
Wherein  they  lost  their  bliss  and  satisfaction, 
For  a  horrible  fear  of  eternal  separation. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

10. 

Then  God  gave  a  promise,  for  the  sake  of  his  seed, 
That  the  seed  of  the  woman  should  break  the 

serpent's  head, 
That  his  divine  power  became  mortal  to  be, 
To  raise  him  again  to  immortality ; 
This  promise  to  Adam  it  was  his  supply, 
By  faith  he  believ'd,  and  in  peace  he  should  die. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

11. 

Then  Elijah  and  Moses,  who  were  of  his  seed, 
He  took  up  to  heaven,  the  angels  to  feed, 
And  them  for  to  rule  on  his  glorious  throne, 
And  dissolved  himself  in  the  virgin's  womb ; 
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Thus  the  immortal  God>  of  all  things  the  creator, 
He  became  a  spotless  babe,  liurs'd  up  by  his 
creatures. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

IS. 

And  as  he  grew  up,  did  give  a  relation 
Unto  the  seed  of  faith  of  th  e  third  commission, 
That  he  was  the  Son  of  God,  and  came  to  relieve 
The  sinners  out  of  bondage,  that  by  faith  did 
believe ; 

This  being  so  contrary  for  the  world  to  know, 
That  they  used  him  worse  than  a  beast  here  be- 
low. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

13. 

They  laid  to  his  charge  their  high  blasphemy, 
For  which  they  condemn' d  him,  and  judg'd  him 
to  die ; 

They  made  him  bear  his  cross  to  be  crucified  on> 
And  then  a  crown  of  thorns  on  his  head  they  put 
on, 

And  scoffing  Ishmael  his  nature  did  show, 
And  bid  him  help  himself,  if  how  he  did  know* 
Then  saints,  &c. 
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To  finish  his  work,  as  he  was  God  the  Son, 
He  gave  up  the  ghost,  for  which  he  did  come, 
His  Godhead  life  died  in  his  body,  I  say, 
And  immortal  he  rose  again  the  third  day; 
And  n<yw,  daring  devil,  to  thy  cost  thou  shall 
know, 

Thou  hist  helped  thyself  to  thy  eternal  woe* 
Then  saints,  &c. 

15. 

For  now  he  is  ascended  to  his  glory  on  high, 
And  will  execute  justice  for  reason's  cruelty; 
Rejoice  therefore,  saints,  he  hath  conquer  d  all, 
Death,  hell  and  the  grave  for  glory  eternal ; 
A  wonder  of  wonders,  by  faith  the  elect  see, 
His  hell  here  below  makes  heaven  to  be. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

16. 

In  the  year  fifty- one,  by  faith  we  believe, 
That  by  voice  of  words  God  spake  to  J  ohn  Reeve, 
And  gave  him  a  commission  far  passing  the  sun, 
And  gave,  to  be  his  mouth,  Lodowick  Muggleton, 
Wherein  the  holy  God,  though  titles  are  three* 
Are  plainly  made  appear  one  person  to  be. 
Then  saints,  &c. 
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The  knowledge  of  the  scripture  to  them  it  was 
given, 

With  the  knowledge  of  hell  and  the  kingdom  of 
heaven, 

With  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  God's  bittles  to 
fight, 

And  to  give  saints  and  devils  each  nature  their 
right, 

As  being  chosen  judges  from  a  power  on  high, 
And  have  power  to  judge  all  in  mortality. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

18. 

The  acceptable  worship  they  have  made  known 
thereby, 

As  it  was  in  old  time,  the  world  doth  deny ; 
For  which  they  have  justl'd  and  abus'd  him  also, 
And  set  him  as  a  mark  in  the  pillory  too, 
As  did  their  forefathers  in  a  most  cursed  mood, 
They  have  shed  again  the  blood  of  the  prophet 
of  God. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

19. 

It  was  always  the  actions  of  reason  in  hell, 
To  fight  against  faith  with  a  sword  of  steel ; 
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Bear  up  therefore,  saints,  in  that  you  know  well, 
The  pathway  to  heaven  it  is  through  bell; 
When  past,  we  have  joy  and  felicity, 
With  God,  saints  and  angels  to  all  eternity. 
Then  saints,  &c. 

William  Wood. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  NINETEENTH 
SONG. 
(Tune,  *  Bonny  Broom.') 

When  first  I  saw  how  God  came  down, 

For  his  own  seed  to  die ; 
How  he  did  veil  his  Godhead  crown, 

In  pure  mortality ; 
How  he  did  die,  lost  knowledge  great, 

What  he  did  come  to  do  ; 
His  own  decree's  did  him  protect, 

Till  man's  estate  he  knew  ; 
Oh !  the  blood,  the  precious  blood, 

That  from  my  God  did  flow, 
It's  heal'd  my  soul,  and  made  it  good, 

It's  freed  me  from  all  woe. 

2. 

So  exceeding  well  he  lov'd  his  seed> 

He  twice  for  them  did  die $ 
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See  on  a  cross  his  Godhead  bleed. 

Which  in  a  womb  did  lie ; 
When  I  was  a  prisoner  confin'd, 

And  in  my  blood  must  die, 
He  to  be  my  ransom  was  inclin'd, 
And  for  his  friend  did  die, 
Oh !  the,  &c. 

3. 

Since  he  such  wondrous  works  did  do, 

For  his  belov'd  elect ; 
Be,  brethren,  to  each  other  true, 

Let  none  God's  friends  reject; 
The  man  of  war  from  death  and  hell, 

The  victory  regain' d ; 
Against  such  love  let  none  rebel, 

He  died  to  save  his  friend. 
Oh !  the,  &c. 

4. 

His  blood  like  Elisha's  salt  to  me, 

To  cure  my  barren  soul ; 
From  bitterness  it  set  me  free, 

And  made  me  perfect  whole ; 
In  peace  I'll  pass  my  pilgrimage. 

Waiting  while  God  shall  come, 
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To  call  me  off  this  mortal  stage, 
So  come,  sweet  Jesus,  come. 
Oh !  the,  Ac. 

John  Peat. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTIETH 
SONG. 
(Tune,  *  Darby  and  Joan.') 

When  God  had  left  Jacob  he  halted, 
When  his  reason  it  did  interfere ; 
But  oh  !  how  his  soul  did  rejoice, 
When  the  Son  of  his  God  did  appear, 
In  raptures  of  soul  he  then  cried, 
My  God  to  redeem  me  will  die ; 
And  came  from  his  kingdom  above, 
That  I  may  live  eternally. 
And  came,  &c. 
2. 

How  grateful  his  soul  it  flow'd  over, 
For  to  praise  his  alone  God  divine ; 
Because  in  his  sonl  he  could  see 
The  light  of  redemption  did  shine  ; 
It  quite  him  astonish' d  with  wonder, 
To  think  that  the  Father  on  high, 


598 


SONGS. 


Who  caus'd  us  all  for  to  live. 
Should  suffer  so  fai  as  to  die. 
Who  caus'd,  &c. 
3. 

These,  these  are  God's  reveal' d  treasures* 
Which  he  gives  to  us  mortals  below; 
But  when  we  do  come  up  above, 
We  more  of  his  secrets  shall  know; 
There's  a  host  of  great  angels  so  bright, 
By  the  law  they  God's  praises  doth  sing ; 
While  we  by  the  faith  in  our  souls, 
Shall  adore  our  Redeemer  and  king. 
While  we,  &c. 

4. 

My  soul  has  been  wash'd  in  God's  blood, 
Not  a  spot  or  a  stain  can  1  see ; 
The  law  it  me  cannot  accuse, 
From  all  my  past  sins  I  am  set  free ; 
This,  this  is  the  state  of  the  blest, 
When  by  faith  they  can  soar  up  on  high, 
They'll  see  God  did  die  for  their  sins* 
That  they  might  live  eterna]Iy. 
They'll  see,  &c. 
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5. 

This,  this  is  a  beautiful  treasure, 
To  the  soul  that  has  got  it  in  store ; 
It  makes  him  his  God  for  to  praise, 
And  his  glorious  person  adore ; 
It  makes  him  in  peace  here  to  dwell, 
And  his  soul  here  in  raptures  to  join  ; 
It  shows  him  there's  no  joys  like  faith, 
No  praises  like  praises  divine. 
It  shows,  &c. 

Boyer  Glover. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-FIRST 
SONG. 

(Tune,  *  Scots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled.') 

Come,  my  friends,  with  me  rejoice, 

Sound  forth  your  praise  with  heart  and  voice* 

To  our  God  who  hath  made  choice, 

His  messengers  to  be ; 
Of  Muggleton  and  Reeve  the  great, 
His  profound  secrets  to  relate, 
Which  from  time's  most  early  date, 

Had  lain  in  mystery. 

Of  Muggleton,  &c. 
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2. 

Now's  declar'd  the  mind  of  God, 
In  the  third  and  last  record ; 
Believe,  and  sure  is  the  reward 

Of  bliss  eternally ; 
If  persecution,  pain,  or  woe, 
For  our  faith  we  undergo, 
Patience  will  o'ercome  the  foe, 

And  gain  the  victory. 

If  persecution,  &c. 
3. 

For  our  sins  Christ  Jesus  bled 

On  the  cross  till  he  was  dead; 

In  whom  dwelt  the  whole  Godhead; 

This  I  by  faith  do  see ; 
He  rose  again  in  mighty  power, 
At  his  own  appointed  hour,! 
Did  sin,  death  and  hell  o'erpower, 

Aud  reigns  eternally. 
He  rose,  &c. 

4. 

In  love  and  unity  let's  join, 
To  praise  our  God  that's  so  divine  ; 
With  him  in  glory  we  shall  shine, 
To  all  eternity ; 
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And  leave  proud  reason  here  below, 
Their  punishment  to  undergo, 
To  live  an  endless  life  of  woe, 
In  shame  and  misery. 
And  leave,  &c. 

Joseph  Gani>ar,  1829. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY- 
SECOND  SONG. 
(Tune,  <  Maid  of  Lodi.') 

I  AM  did  unto  Moses  make  known, 

His  people  from  bondage  he'd  free ; 
Then  his  power  in  Egypt  was  shewn, 

As  in  Exodus  you  may  see ; 
And  those  that  did  Moses  believe, 

And  the  prophets  under  the  law, 
They  all  full  assurance  received, 

When  they  their  ransom  saw. 
2. 

J  AM  is  the  rock  of  all  ages, 

On  which  my  faith  Til  build ; 
To  him  I'll  sing  all  praises, 

For  his  promise  he  has  fulnTd; 
The  third  record  on  earth  he  has  sent, 

This  mystery  for  to  make  known  ; 
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What  God  in  man  underwent^ 
By  his  last  prophets  is  shown. 
3. 

I  AM,  our  glorious  God  and  Creator, 

Came  down  from  his  kingdom  above, 
To  take  on  himself  human  nature, 

And  twice  died  for  those  he  lov'd; 
First,  he  died  in  the  virgin's  womb, 

Then  quicken' d  unto  life  again ; 
And  pure  mortal  flesh  did  assume, 

Then  was  God  a  Son  become. 
4. 

For  unto  us  this  Son  was  given, 

In  brave  Judah's  royal  line, 
He  was  the  very  God  from  heaven, 

For  eternity  was  become  time ; 
Great  I  AM  was  then  become  Jesus, 

For  all  Adam's  sons  to  die, 
And  from  eternal  death  to  release  us* 

That  we  might  live  eternally. 
5. 

For  on  this  earth  our  God  did  dwell, 
And  great  miracles  he  did  do ; 

But  devils  against  him  did  rebel, 
Altho'  his  law  he  walk'd  through  ^ 
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They  were  fill'd  with  envy  and  strife 
Against  Jesus  Christ  which  we  adore, 

For  they  kilFd  his  Godhead  life, 
When  they  shed  the  purple  gore. 
6. 

For  on  a  cross  our  God  did  die, 

And  into  the  grave  did  descend, 
Three  days  in  the  earth  did  lie, 

Until  death's  power  did  end  ; 
Then  the  eternal  God  quicken'd  again, 

And  Christ  from  death  did  ascend  ; 
Then  time  was  eternity  become, 

And  their  power  was  at  an  end* 
7. 

And  now  he  sits  upon  his  throne, 

In  the  boundless  heavens  high, 
In  that  body  of  flesh  and  bone, 

Which  the  Father  did  glorify  ; 
And  he  wears  his  royal  crown, 

And  his  stewards  do  him  greet; 
For  they  gladly  did  lay  down, 

All  power  at  his  royal  feet. 

8. 

And  suddenly  there  came  a  sound 
On  the  day  of  Penticost, 
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Which  did  man's  reason  confound, 

When  the  apostles  received  the  holy  Ghost; 

For  with  cloven  tongues  of  fire, 

They  did  preach  God's  boundless  love, 

For  he  did  only  them  inspire 
With  a  commission  from  above. 
9. 

It  was  the  gospel  dispensation, 

That  was  given  unto  each  of  them, 
To  preach  unto  all  nations ; 

So  they  began  at  Jerusalem, 
And  they  did  all  preach  with  power ; 

Peter  and  J ohn  did  a  miracle  great, 
Near  the  temple  about  the  ninth  hour, 

On  a  man,  at  the  Beautiful  Gate. 
10. 

And  those  that  did  repent  and  believe, 

In  Jesus  Christ  that  was  crucified, 
Sweet  consolation  they  all  did  receive,, 

In  their  faith  were  well  satisfied  ; 
For  the  waters  of  life  did  arise, 

Which  did  them  with  love  inspire ; 
But  all  those  that  did  despise, 

Were  tormented  with  internal  fire.. 
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11. 

This  fire  was  burning  in  wrath, 

In  all  the  ten  persecutions ; 
For  they  put  the  apostles  to  death, 

And  believers  in  their  commission ; 
Then  a  famine  came  in  the  land, 

Neither  of  bread  nor  of  water, 
The  true  God  they  did  not  understand, 

When  the  devils  had  made  a  great  slaughter, 
12. 

Those  devils  were  men  of  reason, 

And  true  faith  they  did  banish, 
Then  came  that  dark  and  dreary  season, 

When  the  elect  was  all  famish' d ; 
In  God's  decreed  time,  two  stars  appear'd^ 

The  wisdom  of  reason  to  confound, 
Then  true  faith  was  again  declard, 
After  seven  anti-angels  did  sound. 

13. 

For  Jesus  Christ,  who  is  God  alone, 

Gave  the  third  commission 
Unto  John  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 

To  tell  the  elect  their  blest  condition; 
If  by  faith  they  do  believe; 

This  is  the  true  worship  of  God> 
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Declar'd  by  Muggleton  and  Reeve, 
In  this  third  and  last  record. 

14. 

In  this  worship  there  is  no  preaching, 

Nor  prayers  for  external  show ; 
For  that's  the  way  reason  is  teaching 

The  children  of  this  world  below ; 
We  worship  God  in  spirit  and  truth, 

Without  any  external  show ; 
We  understand  the  forbidden  fruit, 

And  the  tree  of  life  also* 
15. 

And  whilst  here  on  earth  we  live, 

Let  us  sing  praises  to  our  king, 
For  all  those  blessings  he  does  give, 

Until  we  do  feel  death's  sting; 
For  when  grim  death  does  come, 

And  our  mortal  souls  does  smite, 
Then  our  race  on  earth  will  be  run, 

And  we  shall  be  put  out  of  sight. 
16. 

And  in  the  silent  dust  shall  sleep, 
Until  our  God  does  call ; 

Death  then  no  longer  can  us  keep, 
We  shall  be  freed  from  devils  all ; 
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All  iVdam's  sons  will  then  arise, 

And  unto  heaven  will  ascend, 
To  live  with  God  above  the  skies, 

When  this  world  is  at  an  end. 

John  Berridge,  1829. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY- 
THIRD  SONG. 

On  the  19th  of  July  1677,  being  the  day  the  Prophet 
Muggleton  was  discharged  out  of  Newgate. 

This  is  the  day  God's  holy  Prophet  came 
Out  of  their  hands,  who  are  the  seed  of  Cain  ; 
Let  us  that  are  of  Abel's  seed  then  sing, 
All  praise  and  glory  be  to  heaven's  great  king ; 
They  spilt  his  blood,  their  cup  for  to  fill, 
As  did  their  seed  his  fellow  prophets  kill ; 
But  now  there  is  no  more  for  them  to  have, 
Nor  mercy  left,  their  wretched  souls  to  save; 
But  we  that  do  our  own  salvation  know, 
Lift  up  our  minds  above  these  things  below, 
That  by  our  spiritual  worship  we  may  bring 
A  savour  sweet  unto  our  heavenly  king, 
Who  did  for  us  his  heavenly  kingdom  leave, 
And  to  those  serpents  he  his  blood  did  give, 
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To  be  pour'd  out,  our  souls  for  to  redeem, 
By  death  kept  under  by  the  seed  of  Cain, 
Which  these  two  prophets  have  to  us  made 
known, 

That  our  eternal  God  calls  us  his  own  ; 
Then,  let's  rejoice,  and  let  us  merry  make 
Upon  this  day,  for  our  great  prophet's  sake. 

Martha  Jenkins. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY- 
FOURTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  '  Oh !  wondrous  great !  amazing  strange  [') 

To  thee,  my  God,  gratitude  I  owe, 
Thou  hast  given. me  thyself  to  know, 
By  thy  prophets  in  thy  mission, 
John  Reeve  and  Lodowick  Muggleton. 
By  thy,  &c. 

2. 

Thy  mysteries  they  have  made  plain, 
Though  not  obtain  d  by  learned  men ; 
Mercy  and  justice  is  all  thine, 
Thou'lt  prove,  I  see,  at  end  of  time. 
Mercy  and,  &c. 
3. 

Light  and  darkness  real  substance  be, 
Distinct  from  all  eternity ; 
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Now  God  is  light  and  life,  1  see, 
In  form  of  man  eternally. 
Now  God,  &c. 
4. 

Death  in  darkness  secretly  lay, 
Hid  in  the  earth  eternally ; 
Above  this  world  in  heaven  high, 
Distinct  in  root  and  fruit  clearly. 
Above  their,  &e. 
5. 

God's  person  bright,  his  nature  faith, 
All  power  to  create  he  hath ; 
Death  without  form  in  dark  chaos  lay, 
Till  God  calFd  him  forth  from  that  clay. 
Death  without,  &c. 
6. 

In  man's  form  the  angelic  host, 
Their  nature's  pure  reason  at  most ; 
One  angel  brighter  than  the  rest, 
More  Godlike  wisdom  manifest. 
One  angel,  &c. 

7. 

Created  angels  resplendent  all, 

Swift  as  thought  under  a  moral  law; 

w 
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A  light  that  guides  them  God  to  know, 
By  which  they  pure  obedience  show. 
A  light,  &c. 

ft 

Various  creatures  beside, 
Their  splendid  forms  a  law  doth  guide ; 
All  in  sweet  harmony  they  greet 
Their  God  who  made  them  so  complete. 
All  in,  &c. 

9. 

God  had  all  things  in  heaven  made, 
This  earth  and  water  he  survey' d ; 
Then  fram'd  this  world  and  did  create 
Kinds  like  those  in  his  biest  estate. 
Then  fram'd,  &c. 
10. 

The  breath  of  life  in  Adam  sown, 
Immortal  seed  of  God  alone ; 
In  Adam  and  Eve  were  replete, 
God  by  his  word  made  all  complete. 
In  Adam,  &c. 

11. 

That  Godlike  angel  he  rebell'd, 
When  revelation,  God  withheld ; 
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God  and  angels  thought  to  destroy, 
Almighty  power  he'd  then  enjoy. 
God  and,  &c. 

12. 

Then  God  condemn  d,  and  cast  him  down, 
Upon  this  earth  to  wear  a  crown ; 
Then  those  his  thoughts  he  did  fulfil, 
When  Christ  and  saints  he  here  did  kill. 
Then  those,  &c. 
13. 

God  gave  to  Adam  a  command, 
( Harken  not  to  that  tree,  now  mind, 
If  thou  dost,  thou  shall  surely  die, 
His  nature  will  thy  life  destroy.' 
If  thou,  &c. 

14. 

When  the  serpent  appear d  to  Eve, 
In  tempting  her  he  did  deceive, 
His  subtile  counsel  rais'd  desire, 
In  her  to  embrace  his  subtile  fire. 
His  subtile,  &c. 
15. 

In  her  womb  himself  he  did  sow, 
Spiritual  tares  here  below ; 

w  2 
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Adam  beguil'd,  then  death  did  arrest 
Go  d's  created  immortal  breath. 
Adam  beguil'd,  &c. 
16. 

All  became  mortal,  death  then  reign'd, 
Time  and  increase  now  took  their  range ; 
For  Adam's  sake  God  all  things  curst, 
The  serpent  above  all  the  rest. 
For  Adam's,  &c. 
17. 

God  them  a  gracious  promise  made, 
'Again  partake  of  life/  he  said, 
e  My  grace  shall  break  the  serpent's  head ; 
For  sin  he'll  bruise  your  life  till  dead.' 
My  grace,  &c. 

18. 

Cain  is  the  angel  god  of  death, 
His  brother  he  depriv'd  of  breath ; 
The  tares  and  wheat  together  grow, 
Love  and  strife  in  our  souls  doth  show. 
The  tares,  &c. 

19. 

God's  bright  body  became  a  Son, 
When  he  enter' d  the  virgin's  womb, 


SONGS.  613 

In  which  did  dwell  the  Godhead  life, 
The  true  altar  and  sacrifice. 
In  which,  &c. 

20. 

Eternal  life  was  sacrinVd, 
When  Christ  our  God  was  crucified ; 
No  other  flesh,  blood,  or  life's  breath, 
Could  e'er  conquer  eternal  death. 
No  other,  &c, 

21. 

Behold,  our  God  he  rose  again, 
See  death  and  hell  by  him  o'ercame  ; 
All  those  that  do  this  God  despise, 
Above  this  earth  will  never  rise. 
All  those,  &c. 

22. 

It  was  eternal  life,  nought  less, 
Could  redeem  us  from  the  jaws  of  death; 
All  you  that  see  his  wondrous  ways, 
With  me  praise  the  ancientest  of  days. 

Joseph  Frost,  1829. 
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TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-FIFTH 

SONG. 

(Tune,  'Believers  now  let  us  rejoice.') 

Oh  !  how  my  soul  it  doth  rejoice, 

Now  I  my  God  can  see ; 
To  know  of  me  he  has  made  choice, 

A  companion  with  him  to  be ; 
The  more  1  view  my  happy  state, 

With  angels  and  saints  to  be, 
And  with  our  dear  God  so  great, 

To  all  eternity. 

The  more,  &c. 

2. 

Our  blessed  prophets  have  declar'd, 

Such  heavenly  mysteries  ; 
None  but  the  elect  are  prepar'd, 

These  glorious  truths  to  see; 
I  see  my  God  has  died  for  me, 

This  truth  proud  reason  scorns  ; 
But  my  dear  God  they'll  never  see, 

But  on  this  earth  will  mourn. 
I  see,  &c. 


SONGS. 


615 


3. 

Their  body's  too  heavy  to  ascend 

Into  a  kingdom  that's  so  bright; 
What  sorrows  will  on  them  attend, 

It  will  be  an  endless  night, 
While  we  shall  rise  above  the  skies, 

Our  glorious  God  to  see ; 
The  angels  bright  will  us  greet 

Into  this  great  felicity. 
While  we,  &c. 

4. 

Come  then,  my  friends,  and  with  me  join, 

Our  only  God  to  praise, 
Since  he  hath  given  us,  here  in  time, 

A  taste  of  those  glorious  rays, 
Which  we  shall  have  with  him  above, 

New  songs  our  souls  delight ; 
The  theme  will  be  redeeming  love, 

In  that  kingdom  that's  so  bright. 
Which  we,  &c. 

Charlotte  Frost,  1829. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY-SIXTH 
SONG. 

No  more  I  despair— adieu  to  all  ^rief, 

What  the  prophets  declare,  I  now  truly  believe 
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In  the  year  ninety-five,  1  was  cur  d  of  my  blind- 
ness, 

Though  deaf,  dumb  and  lame,  now  restor'd  by 
their  kindness. 
Though  deaf,  &c. 

o. 

A  land  of  thick  darkness  I  left  far  behind, 
Their  chains  or  their  fetters  no  longer  could  bind; 
They're  but  cobwebs  to  faith,  tho'  stronger  than 
iron, 

The  advantage  we  have  who  are  come  to  Mo  unt 
Zion. 
The  advantage,  &c. 

3. 

I  have  got  a  new  name  w^hich  no  man  can  read, 
Wrote  in  a  strange  language,  and  few  will  be- 
lieve ; 

J  am  a  lamb  of  God's  fold,  with  the  sheep  of  his 
pasture, 

Like  the  lunatic  cloth' d  at  the  feet  of  my  master. 
Like  the,  &c. 

4. 

J  hear  his  sweet  voice,  no  other  can  charm, 
At  the  sound,  I  rejoice,  and  no  danger  alarm, 
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He's  so  mild  and  so  patient,  such  sweet  conde- 
scension, 

Though  nay  progress  is  small,  he  accepts  my  in- 
tention. 
Though  my,  &c. 

5. 

Oh  !  may  my  heart  he  found  upright  before  him, 
Though  late  is  my  day,  I  but  live  to  adore  him ; 
But  when  I  behold  him  in  all  his  bright  glory, 
1  shall  sing  a  new  song  and  repeat  the  glad  story. 
I  shall,  &c. 

6. 

This  is  paradise  sure,  to  be  seal'd  for  heaven, 
My  peace  is  secure  and  my  sins  are  forgiven ; 
Heaven's  doors  are  wide  open,  the  faith  take  the 
venture, 

With  the  heirs  of  glory  to  make  the  grand  enter. 
With  the,  &c. 

Ann  Ward. 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY- 
SEVENTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  4  When  I  spent  all  my  money  I  gain'd  in  the  wars.9 

My  heart  doth  rejoice  and  I  live  now  in  peace, 

No  longer  in  bondage  t  see; 
The  Father  and  Son  I  have  found  is  but  one. 

To  my  joy  everlastingly. 
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2. 

The  spirit  within  was  the  Father  alone. 
And  the  flesh  that  cloth'd,  it  was  the  Son 

?Tis  prov'd  so  in  the  third  record, 
By  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton. 

3. 

What  mysteries  they  did  declare, 
Than  any  before  them  did  do ; 

But  persecuted  for  the  truth, 

As  our  Lord  before  them  was  too. 

4. 

When  he  told  them  of  heavenly  things, 
They  despis'd  and  blasphem'd  too, 

And  crucified  him  at  the  last, 

Blood  and  water  from  his  side  did  flow. 

5. 

But  at  the  third  day  our  Lord  did  arise, 
Triumphant  o'er  death  and  the  grave ; 

And  gave  his  apostles  commission 
To  preach  to  the  Gentiles  and  save. 
6. 

But  in  this  last  confus'd  age, 

Two  prophets  he  did  then  inspire, 

To  fulfil  the  third  and  last  record, 
The  last  until  time  be  no  more. 
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7. 

Then  at  the  word,  'come,  ye  blessed/  we  shall 
rise 

In  triumphs  to  soar  up  above, 
To  meet  our  king  and  redeemer, 
For  ever  to  live  in  his  love. 

8. 

Then  in  harmony  we  shall  all  join, 

In  praises  to  him  we  shall  sing ; 
Our  tongues  shall  sound  forth  hallelujah, 

To  Zion's  most  glorious  king. 

Frederick  Gates* 

TWO  HUNDRED  AND  TWENTY- 
EIGHTH  SONG. 
(Tune,  c  The  blue  Bonnets  over  the  border.1) 

Love  !  love !  sons  of  our  only  God, 

Why,  my  dear  friends,  should  we  not  love  one 

another? 
Love !  love !  sons  of  our  only  God, 
Christ  is  our  God,  and  we  have  no  other ; 

Darkness  God  overspread, 

When  that  his  blood  was  shed, 
Then  did  he  enter,  oh!  death,  thy  dark  border; 
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But  he  rose  from  the  dead, 
To  break  the  serpent's  head; 
Blest  be  our  God  who  hath  done  this  in  order. 
Love !  love !  &c. 

2. 

Now,  now,  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
You  are  God's  last  prophets,  we  see  it  in  order; 
Now,  now,  great  Reeve  and  Muggleton, 
We  will  pass  with  you  into  death's  border ; 

God  from  death  us  will  bring, 

Praises  to  him  we'll  sing, 
When  that  we  meet  y  ou  in  heavenly  order ; 

All  saints  will  then  arise, 

To  reason's  great  surprise, 
And  leave  them  behind  within  this  world's  bor- 
der. 

Now,  now,  &c. 

3. 

Come,  come,  king  of  Mount  Zion,  come, 
We  long  to  see  thee  according  to  thy  order ; 
Come,  come,  king  of  Mount  Zion,  come, 
We  long  to  pass  with  thee  from  this  world  s  bor- 
der; 
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Sorrows  with  us  will  cease, 
Thou  will  our  joys  increase, 
When  we  are  assembled  before  thee  in  order ; 
Reason  on  that  day, 
Will  rue  for  the  bloody  fray, 
When  they  caus'd  thy  soul  to  pass  into  death's 
border. 
Come,  come,  &c. 

Joseph  and  Isaac  Frost,  1829. 
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